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ADVERTISEMENT 



OF 



THE AUTHOR. 

1 THINK the following pieces in four volumes * to 
be the most excuseable of all that I have formerly 
written s and I wish less apology was needful for 
these. As there is no recalling what is got abroad, 
the pieces here republished I have revised and cor^ 
reeled, and rendered them as pardonable, as it was in 
my power to do. 

* The first edition was in four volumes, but is now comprised 
in three. 
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X HE pen of biography cannot be better employed, than in 
the service of an authoV, who displayed eminent genius and 
abilities in the cause of virtue and religion. Such was Dr. 
Young, the subject of these Memoirs. 

His father, whose name was also Edward Young, was Fel- 
low of Winchester College, Rector of Upham in Hampshire, 
and, in the latter part of his life, Dean of Sarum ; chaplain 
to William and Mary, and afterwards to Queen Ann. Jacob 
tells us that the latter, when Princess Royal, did him the ho- 
nour to stand godmother to our poet ; and that,' upon her as- 
cending the throne, he was appointed Clerk of the Closet to 
her Majesty. 

It does not appear that this gentleman distinguished him- 
self in the Republic of Letters, otherwise than by a Latin 
Visitation Sermon, preached in 1686, and by two volumes of 
Sermons, printed in 1102, and which he dedicated to Lord 
Bradford, through whose interest he probably received some 
of his promotions. The Dean died at Sarum in n05, aged 
63 ; after a very short illness, as appears by the exordium of 
Bishop Burnet's sermon at the Cathedral on the following 
Sunday. •* Death (said he) has been of late walking round 

b 
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** ai>d a succession of images divides and weakens the gene- 
*• ral conception : But the great reason why the reader is dis- 
** appointed is, that the thought of The Last Day makes every 
** man more than poetical, by spreading over his mind a gene* 
<* ral obscurity of sacred horror, that oppresses distinction 
** and disdains expression." The subject is indeed truly aw- 
ful, and was peculiarly affecting to this celebrated critic, who 
never could, without trembling, meditate upon death, or the 
eternal world. The poet's theological system, moreover, 
was not, at least when he wrote this, the most consistent and 
evangelical : I mean he had not those views of the Christian 
Atonement, and of pardoning grace, which give such a glory 
to his Night Thoughts, and would much more have illumined 
this composition. All the preparation he seems to have there 
in view, is 

" By tears and groani, and never-ceasing care, 
"And all the pious violence of prayer/* 

to fit himself for the Tribunal. Moreover, the project of 
future misery is too awful for poetic enlargement, and makes 
the piece too terrible to be read with pleasure ; while the at- 
tempt to particularize the solemnities of judgment, lowers 
thqir sublimity, and makes some parts of the description, a^s 
Dr. Johnson has observed, appear mean, and even bordering 
on burlesque. This poem, however, was well received upon 
the whole, an4 the better for being written by a layman ; and 
it was commended by the ministry and their party, because 
the dedication flattered their mistress and her government-— 
far too much, indeed, for the nature of the subject. 

Dr. Young's next poen> was entitled, the Force of Reli- 
gion, and founded on the deaths of Lady Jane Grey and her 
husband. •• I^ is written with elegance enough," according 
to Dr. Johnson ; but was " never populs^r :" for •• Jane is 
*• too heroic to be pitied." The dedication of this piece tp 
the counters of Salisbury, was also inexcusably fulsome. 
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lei think, profane. Indeed the author himself seems af* 
inu'ds to have thought so; for when he collected his 
iBer pieces into volumes, he very judiciously suppressed 
i^wad most of his other dedications. 
En some part of his life Young certainly went to Ireland*, • 
I was there acquainted with the eccentrical Dean Swift ; 
I his biographers seem agreed, that this was, most probably^ 
inghis connection with the Duke of Wharton, who went 
clicr in 1717. But he cannot have long remained there, 
in 1719, he brought out his first tragedy of Busiris, at 
ury Lane, and dedicated it to the Duke of Newcastle^ 
is tragedy had been written some years, though now first 
formed; for it is to our author's credit, that many of his 
rks were laid by him a considerable time before they were 
bred to the public. Our great dramatic critic pronounces 
; piece *• too far remov'J from known life*' to affect the 
-!ons. 

lis next performance was The Revenge, the dramatic 

acter of which is sufficiently ascertained by its still keep- 

i>os$es8ion of the stage. The hint of this is supposed to 

been taken from Othello ; *' but the reflections, the in- 

' lus, and the diction, are original." — ^The success of this 

d him to attempt another tragedy, which was written 

' 1 , but not brought upon the stage for thirty years after-^ 

; and then without success, as we shall have farther 

>n to observe. It has been remarked, that all his plays 

ie with suicidef, and I much fear the fi-equent intro« 

a hb ieventh satif e it app^n also, that he was once abroad, probably 
< tiae, and saw a field of battle covered with the slain ; and it is af- 
at OBoe, with a classic in his hand, he wandered into the enemy's en- 
<t, and had some difficulty to convince them, that he was onl^ an absent 
aoC^sfy. 

afldm aeems earlj^ to have been enamoured with the Tragic Miuie 
tks chinitt of melancholy. Dr. Ridley relates, that, when at OzfordI 
i^lpHlimsihat op his room, and study by a la<np, at mid-day, 

k.. . b 3 
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duction of this unnatural crime upon the stage, has contrU 
butecl greatly to its commission. 

We have passed over our Author's Paraphrase on Part of 
the Book of Job, in order to bring his dramatic performances 
together. The Paraphrase has been well received, and has 
often been printed with his Night Thoughts. This would 
be admired, perhaps, as much as any of his works, could wc 
forget the original : but there is such a dignified simplicity even 
in our prose translation of the poetic parts of scripture, that 
we can seldom bear to see them reduced to rhyme, or modem 
measures. 

' His next, and one of his best performances, is entitled. 
The Love of Fame the Universal Passion, in Seven character- 
istic Satires, originally published separately, between the years 
1725 and 172^. This, according to Dr. Johnson, is a " vtry 
•« great performance. It is said to be a series of epigrams, 
" and if it be, it is what the author intended : His endeavour 
** was at the production of striking distichs, and pointed sen- 
•• cences ; and his distichs have the weight of solid sentiment, 
'* and his points the sharpness of resistless truth. His cha- 
*' racters are often selected with discernment, and drawn with 
'* nicety ; his illustrations are often happy, and his reflections 
** often just. His species of satire is between those of Horace 
** and Juvenal : he has the gaiety of Horace without his lax- 
** ity of numbers ; and the morality of Juvenal, with greater 
«* variety of images." — Swift indeed has pronounced of these 
Satires, that they should have been either " more merry, or 
** more severe:" in that case, they might probably have caught 
the popular taste more ; but this does not prove that they 
would have been better. The opinion of the Duke of Graf- 
ton, however, was of more worth than all the opinions of 
the wits, if it be true as related by Mr. Spence, that his grace 
presented the author with two thousand pounds. ^^ Two 
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<* thousand pounds for a poem!" said one of the Duke's . 
friends : to whom his grace replied, that he had made an ex- 
cellent bargain, for he thought it worth four. 

On the accession of George I, Young flattered him with 
an Ode, called Ocean, to which was prefixed an introductory- 
Ode to the King, and An Essay on Lyric Poetry : of these the 
most observable thing is, that the poet and the critic could not 
agree : for the Rules of the Essay condemned the Poetry 
and the Poetry set at defiance the maxims of the Essay. The 
biographer of British poets has truly said, ** he had least suc- 
** cess in his lyric attempts, in which he seems to have been 
^ under some malignant influence : he is always labouring to 
•• be great, and at last is only turgid." 

We now leave awhile the works of our author, to contem- 
plate the conduct of the man. About this time his studies 
took a more serious turn ; and, forsaking the law, which he 
had never practised, when he was almost fifty he entered into 
orders, and was, in 1728, appointed Chaplain to the King. 
One of Pope's biographers relates, that, on this occasion 
Young applied to his brother poet for direction in his studies, 
who jocosely recommended Thomas Aquinas, which the for- 
mer taking seriously, he retired to the suburbs with the ange- 
lical doctor, till his friend discovered him, and brought him 
back; 

His Vindication of Providence, and Estimate of Human 
Life, were published in this year; they have gone through 
several editions, and are generally regarded as the best of his 
prose compositions : But the plan of the latter never was 
completed. The following year he printed a very loyal ser- 
mon on King Charles's Martyrdom, entitled, An Apology 
for Princes. In 1130, he was presented by his college to the -^^ 

rectory of Welwyn in Hertfordshire, worth about 3001. a 
year, beside the lordship of the manor annexed to it. This 
year he relapsed again to poetry, and published a loyid Naval 

b 4 
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In this celdbrated poeip he thus addresses Death : 

" Insatiate archer! could not one suffice? 

" Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was slain ; 

" And thrice^ ere thrice yon moon had fiU'd her hern. 

These lines have been universally understood of the above 
deaths ; but this supposition can no way be reconciled with 
Mr. Croft's dates, who says, Mrs. Temple died in 1736, Mr; 
Temple in 1740, and Lady Young in 1741. Which quite 
inverts the order of the poet, who makes Narcissa's death fol- 
low Philander's : 

" Narcissa follows e're his tomb is closed." 

Night m. 

ZJ 

«' the King's Garden ; and there T saw the spot where she was interred. Mr. 

«' J , Mrs. H , and myself, had some oonversation with the gardener 

" respecting it; who told us, that about 45 years ago^ Dr. Young was here with 
" his daughter for her Health ; and that he used constantly to be walking back- 
" ward and forward in this garden (no doubt, as he saw her gradually declin- 
" ing, to find the most solitary spot, where he might shew his last token of af- 
-' fection, by leaving her remains as secure as possible from those savages, wh*>- 
*' woutdhiiTe denied her a christian burial -. for at that time, an Englishmui m 
'* this country was looked upon as an heretic, infidel, and devil. They begin 
" now to verge from their bigotry, and allow them at least to be men, though 
" not christians, I believe) ; and that he bribed the under gardener, belonging 
•' tohis father, to let him bury his daughter, wliich he did; pointed out the 
*' most solitary place, and dug the grave. The man^ through a private door,. 
" admitted the Doctor at midnight, bringing hi«i beloved daughter, wrapped up in 
" a sheet, upon his shoulder: he laid her in the hole, sat down, and (as the man 
" expressed it) ' rained teart V * With pious sacrilege a grave I stole.' The 
" man who was thus bribed is dead, but the master is stiH livingi Before the 
" man died, they were one day going to dig, and set some flowers', &c. in this spot 
" where she was buried. The man said to his master, ' Don't dig there ; for, 
" so many years ago, I buried an English lady there.' The master was much 
" surprised ; and a& Doctor Young's book had made much noise in France, it 
" led him to enquire into the matter ; and only two years ago it was known for 
" a certainty that that was the place, and in this way : There was an English 
" nobleman here, who was acquainted with the governor of this place ; and 
'< wishing to ascertain the fact, he obtained permission to dig up the ground^ 
" where he found some bones, which were examined by a surgeon, and prou 
" nounced to be the remains of a human body : this, therefore, puts the anthen- 
•* Ucity of it beyond a doubt."--See Evan. Mag. for 1797, p. 444. 
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There is no possible way to reconcile these contradicdons : 
either we must reject Mr. Croft's dates, for which he gives 
us no autliority, or we must suppose the characters and inci- 
dents, if not entirely fictitious, as the author assures us chat 
they are not, were accommodated by poetic licence to hifi 
purpose. As Co t}ie character of Lorenzo, whether taken from 
real life, or moulded purely in the author's imagination, Mr. 
Croft has sufficiently proved that it could not intend his Son» 
who was but eight years old when the greater part of the 
Night Thoughts was written ; for Night the Seventh is dated, 
in the original edition, July 1744. 

For the literary merits of tliis work we shall again refer to 
the criticism of Dr. Johnson, which is seldom exceptionaUet 
when he is not warped by political prejudices. ** In his 
N%hc Thoughts" says the Doctor, speaking of our author, 
** he has exhibited a very wide display of original poetry, va-* 
** riegated with deep reflections and striking allusions ; a wil* 
'* derness of thought, in which the fertility of &ncy scatters 
«< flowers of every hue, and of every odour. This is one of 
<* die few poems in which blank verse could not be changed 
** for rhyme, but with disadvantage. The wild diffusion of 
V the sentiments and the digressive sallies of imagination, 
'^ would have been compressed and restrained by confinement 
** to rhyme. The excellence of this work is not exactness, 
« but copiousness r particular lines are not to be regarded ; 
<< the power is in the whole ; and in the whole there is a 
** magnificence like that ascribed to Chinese plantations, the 
'* magnificence of vast extent and endless diversity." 

So far Dr. Johnson. — Mr. Croft says, ** Of these poemg 
*< the two or three first have been perused more eagerly and 
'* more frequently than the rest. When he got as far as the 
** fourth or fifth, his original motive for taking up the pen 
** was answered : his grief was naturally either diminished 
** or exhausted. We still find the same pious poet; but wt 
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Ijr," replied the doctor ; ** but what is become of the ker^ 
nel ?** — He is said to have regretted to another friend, that 
his Night Thoughts, of all his works most calculated to do 
goody were written so much above the understanding of 
common readers, as to contract their sphere of usefulness : 
This, however, ought not, perhaps, to be regretted, since 
there is a great sufficiency of good books for common rea- 
ders, and the style of that work will always introduce it 
where plainer compositions would not be read. 

He died at his Parsonage House, at Welwyn, April 12, 
1765, and was buried, according to his desire, by the side 
of his lady, under the altar-piece of that church ; which is 
said to be ornamented in a singular manner with an elegant 
piece of needle-work by Lady Young, and some appropriate, 
inscriptions, painted by the direction of the doctor. 

His best monument is to be found in his works ; but a 
less durable one, in marble, was erected by his only son 
and heir, with a very modest and sensible inscription. This 
son, Mr. Frederick Young, had the first part of his education 
at Winchester school, and, becoming a scholar upon the 
foundation, was sent, in consequence thereof, to New Col- 
lege, in Oxford ; but there being no vacancy (though the 
society waited for one no less than two years) he was ad- 
mitted in the mean time in Baliol, where he behaved so im- 
prudently as to be forbidden the college.* This miscon- 
duct disobliged his father so much, that it is said he never 
would see him afterwards : however, by his will he bequeath- 
ed to him the bulk of his fortune, which was considerable* 



• Mr. Croft denies this circumstance, and calls the poet's son hiafriaid.-^ 
He does not, however, pretend to vindicate the conduct of the youth ; but he 
relates his repentance and regret, which is far better. Perhaps it is not pos- 
sible wholly to vindicate the father. Great genius, even accompanied with 
piety, is not always most ornamental to domestic life ; and " the prose ^f 
•rdinary occurrencc»;' lays Croft, "ia beneath the dignity of pocto," 
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fiAerying only a legacy to his friend Stevens, the batter at 
Teoiple-gate, and lOOOl. to his house-keeper, with his dying 
charge to see all his manuscripts destroyed ; which may have 
been some loss to posterity, though none, perhaps, to his own 
fame* 

Dr. Young, as a christian and divine, has been reckoned 
an example of primeval piety. He was an able orator, but 
It is not known whether he composed many sermons ; and it 
is certain that he published very few. The following inci- 
dent does honour to his feelings : when preaching in his turn 
one Sunday at St. James's, finding he could not gain the at. 
tention of his audience, his pity for their folly got the better 
of all decorum ; he sat back in the pulpit, and burst into a 
flood of tears. 

His turn of mind was naturally solemn ; and he usually, 
when at home in the country, spent many hours walking 
among the tombs in his own church-yard. His conversa* 
tion, as well as writings, had all a reference to a future life ; 
and this turn of mind mixed itself even with his improve- 
ments in gardening : he had, for instance, an alcove, with a 
bench so well painted In it, that at a distance it seemed to be 
real ; but upon a nearer approach the deception was per- 
ceived, and this motto appeared : 

INVI8IBILIA HON DBCIFIUNT. 

The things unseen do not deceive us. 

In another part of his garden was also this inscription : 

XMBULAVTE8 IN HOBTO AUDIERVKT VOCSM »XI. 

They beard the voice of God walking in the garden. 

This seriousness occasioned him to be charged with 
gloominess of tempei* ; yet he was fond of rural sports and 
innocent amusements. He would sometimes visit the assem- 
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bly and the bowlbg green ; and we see in his satires diat lie 
knew how to laugh at folly. His wit was poignant, and al- 
ways levelled at those who shewed any contempt for decency 
or religion ; an instance of which we have remarked in his 
extemporary epigram on Voltaire. 

Dr. Young rose betimes, and engaged with his domestics 
in the duties of Morning Prayer. He is said to have read 
but little ; but he noted what he read, and many of his books 
were so swelled with folding down his favourite passages, 
that they would hardly shut. He was moderate in his meals, 
and rarely di*ank wine, except when he was ill ; being (as he 
used to say) unwilling to waste the succours of sickness on 
the stability of health. After a slight refreshment, he retired 
to rest early in the evening, even though he might have com« 
pany who wished to prolong his stay. 

He lived at a moderate expence, rather inclined to parsi- 
mony than profusion ; and seems to have possessed just con* 
ceptions of the vanity of the world ; yet (such is the incon- 
sistency of man !) he courted honours and preferments at the 
borders of the grave, even so late as 1758 ; but none were 
then conferred. It has, however, been asserted, that he had 
a pension of 2001. a year from government, conferred under 
the auspices of Walpole. 

At last, when he was full fourscore, the author of the 
Night Thoughts, 

f' Who thought e'ep gold itself might come a day too late/' ' 

was made Clerk of the Closet to the Princess Dowager of 
Wales. What retarded his promotion so long it is not easy to 
determine. Some attribute it to his attachment to the Prince 
of Wales and his friends ; and others assert, that the King 
thought him sufficiently provided for. Certain it is, that he 
knew no straits in pecuniary matters ; and that, in the method 
he has recommended of estimating human lifci honours are 
of little value. 



LIFE OF DR. YOUNG. XVU 

His merits as an author have already been considered in a 
review of his works ; and nothing seems necessary to be 
addedy but the following general characters of his composi- 
tion, from Blair and Johnson. 

Dr. Blair says, in his celebrated lectures : ** Among moral 
" and didactic poets, Dr. Young is of too great eminence to 
" be passed over without notice. In all his works, the marks 
** of strong genius appear. His Universal Passion possesses 
" the full merit of that animated conciseness of style, and 
•• lively description of character, which I mention as requi- 
^* site in satirical and didactic compositions. Though his 
'* wit may often be thought too sparkling, and his sentences 
^* too pointed, yet the vivacity of his fancy is so great, as to 
•* entertain every reader. In his Night Thoughts there is 
" much energy of expression ; in the three first, there are 
" several pathetic passages ; and scattered through them ally 
** happy images and illusions, as well as pious reflections, 
" occur. But the sentiments are frequently over-strained, 
<* and turgid ; and the style is too harsh and obscure to be 
" pleasing." 

The same critic has said of our author in another place, 
that his ** merit in figurative language is great, and deserves 
" to be remarked. No writer, ancient or modern, had a 
" stronger imagination than Dr. Young, or one more fertile 
** in figures of every kind ; his metaphors are often new, 
'* and often natural and beautiful. But his imagination was 
*• strong and rich, rather than delicate and correct." 

These strictures may be thought severe ; but it should be 
remembered, that ail author derives far more honour from 
such a discriminate character, from a judicious critic, than 
from the indiscriminate commendation of an admirer. . The 
following is the conclusion of Dr. Johnson's critique, and 
shall conclude these memoirs. 

** It must be allowed of Young's poetry, that it abounds 
'' in thought, but without much accuracy or selection. — 

c 
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^ Wlien he lays hold of a thought, he pursues it beyond 
** expectation, [and] sometimes happily, as in Jiis paraUd of 
*• quicksiher with pleasure .... which is Tery ingenious, 
** very subtle, and almost exact 

" His versification is his own ; neither his blank nor his 
*' rhyming lines have any resemblance to those of former 
** writers ; he picks up no hemesticks, he copies no favourite 
'* expressions ; he seems to have laid up no stores of thought 
** or diction, but to owe all to the fortuitous suggestions of 
** the present moment. Yet I have reason so believe that, 
** when once he had formed a new design, he then laboured 
** it with very patient industry, and that he composed with 
** great labour and frequent revisions. 

*• His verses are formed by no certain model ; he is no 
" more like himself in his different productions than he is 
** like others. He seems never to have studied prosody, nor 
" to have any direction, but from his own ear. But with all 
" his defects, he was a man of genius, and a poet." 

P. S. The materials of the above Life are taken from the 
Article referring to our author in Johnson's Lives of the 
Poets, written by Mr. Herbert Croft, with the Critique of 
Dr. Johnson, compared with the Biographia Britannica, and 
other respectable authorities. 



CONTENTS 



OF 



VOL. I. 



A POEM on the LAST DAY; in Three Books Page 1 

Book I. 9 

Book If 20 

Book III 34 

The FORCE of RELIGION, or VANQUISH'D LOVE; 

in Two Books . 47 

Book 1 49 

Book II 60 

LOVE of FAME, the UNIVERSAL PASSION ; in Seven 

Characteristical Satires . 71 

Satire I. To his Grace the Duke of Dorset 79 

Satire II 90 

Satire III. To the right hon. Mr. Dodington 93 

Satire IV. To the right hon. Sir Spencer^Compton.. 103 

Satire V. On Women 121 

Satip b VI. On Women. To the right hon. Lady 

Eliz. Germain 141 

Satire VIL To the right hon. Sir Robert Walpole 162 

ODE to the KING, on his Encouragement of the SEA SER- 
VICE 171 

EPISTLES to Mr. POPE, concerning the AUTHORS of the 

AGE (1730) 179 

Epistle I 181 

Epistle II. From Oxford 192 

A PARAPHRASE on Part of the Book of JOB 201 

OCEAN, an ODE 223 

SEA PIECE, containing I. The BRITISH SAILOR'S EX- 
ULTATION. II. His PRAYER before ENGAGE- 
MENT; preceded by a Dedication to Mr. Vol- 
taire 239 

BUSIRIS, KINGof EGYtT: aTRACEoy 253 



CONTENTS. 



VOL. II. 



THE REVENGE: A Tragedy Page 1 

The BROTHERS: A Tragedy 103 

The COMPLAINT; or, NIGHT THOUGHTS. 
Night 

I. On Life, Death, and Immortality .... 211 

II. On Time, Death, and Friendship 231 

III. Narcissa 255 

IV. The Christian Triumph 277 

V. The Relapse 307 

VI. ThelNPiDEL Reclaimed, Parti. 343 



VOL. III. 



VII. Second Part of The Infidel Reclaimed -. 1 

VIII. Virtue's Apology; or. The Man of the 

World answered - 59 

IX. The Consolation ill 

The Centaur not Fabulous - 197 



A 

POEM 

on 

THE L^ST B^T. 



IN THREE BOOKS. 



Venlt tutnina diet, viro. 



VOf.. I 



^ 



\f\ 



.'fV.U 




VERSES 
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N< 



I OW let the Atheist tremble; Thou alone 
Canst bid his conscious heart the Godhead own* 
Whom shall thou not reform ? O thou hast seen^ 
How God descends to judge the souls of men* 
Thou heard'st the sentence how the guilty mourn, 
Driv'n out from God, and never to return. 

Yet more, behold ten thousand thunders fall. 
And sudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When nature sunk, when every bolt was hurl'd. 
Thou saw'st the boundless ruins of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain, 
And sulphur fell on the devoted plain; 
The patriarch thus, the fiery tempest past. 
With pious horror view*d the desert waste; 
The restless smoke still wav*d its curls around 
For ever rising from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh ! what heav*nly pleasure tell. 
To think so greatly, and describe so well ! 
How wast thou pleas'd the wond'rous theme to try. 
And find the thought of man could rise so high ? 
Beyond this world the labour to pursue, 
And open all Eternity to view ? 



TO THE AUTHOR. 

But thou art best delighted to rehearse 
Heav'n's holy dictates in exalted verse : 
O thou hast power the harden*d heart to warm. 
To grieve, to raise, to terrify, to charm ; 
To fix the soul on God ; to teach the mind 
To know the dignity of human-kind ; 
By stricter rules well-govern'd life to scan. 
And practise o'er the angel in the man. 



K^cau. T. WARTON. 

CIXOO* 




Tb a Lfldy with the Last Day. 



MADAM» 

JTlERE, sacred truths, in lofty numbers told. 
The prospect of a future state unfold : , 
The realms of night to moital view display. 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author scorns, by vulgar ways 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthless praise. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring muse. 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobler fiune pursues : 
Religion's cause herravish'd heart inspires, 
And with a thousand bright ideas fires ; 
Transports her quick, impatient, piercing eye. 
0*er the strait limiu of mortality ^ 
To boundless orbs, and bids her fearless soar, 
Where only Milton gain*d renown before; 
Where various scenes alternately excite 
Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 
Thus did the muses sing in early times, 
Ere skill'd to flatter vice, and varnish crimes : 
Their lyres were tun'd to Virtue's sons alone. 
And the chaste poet, and the priest, were one. 
But now, forgetful of their infant sute. 
They sooth the wanton pleasures of the great : 
And from the press, and the licentious stage. 
With luscious poison taint the thoughtless age ; 
Deceitful charms attract our wond'ring eyes. 
And specious ruin unsuspected lies. 

•8 



TO THE AUTHOK. 



First, beyond time our thoughts to raise ; 
Then lash our love of transient praise. 
In both, we own thy doctrine just ; 
And fame's a breath, and men are dust. 



1786. /. B4NCKS. 



Mb : 




THE 

LAST DAY. 

BOOK I. 



Ipte pater, media nunbonmi in ooctet comsca 
FtUmina moltciir deztra. Quo roazima mota 
Tenatremit: fogiierent et moitaUa owda 
ftt gentet bamiiit strayit payor. Vita. 



W^HILE others sing the fortune of the Great; 
Empire and Arms^ and all the pomp of State i 
With Britain^s Heio ♦ set their souls on fire^ 
Andrgrow immortal as his deeds inspire ; 
I dmw a deeper scene : a scene that yields 
A louder trumpet^ and more dreadful fields ; 
The world alarm'd^ both earth and heav'n o'erthrown^ 
And gasping nature's last tremendous groan ; 
Death's antient sceptre broke, the teeming tomb. 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. 
Twixt joy and pain I view the bold design. 
And ask my anxious heart; if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the sight of conscious stars or sun, 

* The Doke of Marlborough. 
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Is far beneath my daring, I look down 

On all the splendors of the British crown. 

This globe is for my verse a narrow bound ; 

Attend me, all the glorious worlds around I 

O ! all ye angels, howsoever disjoined. 

Of every various order, place> and kind^ 

Hear, and assist, a feeble mortal's lays ; 

*Tis your Eternal King I strive to praise. __^ 

But chiefly Thou, great Ruler ! Lord of all ! 
Before w]jose throne archangels prostrate kXL ; 
If at thy nod, from discord, and from night. 
Sprang beauty, and yon sparkling worlds of lights 
Exalt e*en me ; all inward tumults quell ; ' .— 

The clouds and darkness of my mind dispel ; 
To my great subject Thou my breast inspire^ ! i ! I 
And raise my laboring soul with equal fire.' :N|rr.? 

Man, bear thy brow alofr, view eviery jjiaoiV ihi'/^ 
In God's great offspring, beauteoiis:natiir&'siao^^:^^iA 
See spring's gay bloom; see golden autixmb'$:8toniJ5l 
See how earth smiles, and hear, old oceaa roar« '\.y ^ Ix 
Leltiatbans but heave their cumb'ixlus «idl/* i- • r rir 
It makes a tide, and wind-bound naties sail^ • ^^. ^'>'*/i. 
Here, forests rise, the mountains awfiil:pride;<>'«v< I 
Here, rivers measure climes, and worids> dindie } 'I' 
There,. v;dlics fraught with gold's i?e^>lendetftieefl^ 
Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes, in^ their beds^s A 
There, to the skies, aspiring hills ascend^, . ' Ji :! .7 
And into distant' lands their shades extend. ■' lii.I.i //" 
View cities, armies, fleets; of fleets the pride, « ^ 
See Europe's law, in Albu^% diannd ride. 




rLr^^/Xrj^. /u/r:-'//^4ki 
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View the whole earth's vast landskip unconfin'd. 
Or view in Brifain all her glories join'd. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raise ; 
Twill rtdse thy wonder^ but transcend thy praise. 
How- fitf from east to west? The lab'ring eye 
'" XSm scarce the distant azure bounds descry : 
Wide theatre ! where tempests play at large. 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath discharge. 
Mark how those radient lamps inflame the pole. 
Call forth the seasons^ and the year controul : 
They shine thro' time, with an unalter'd ray : 
See This grand period rise, and Tliat decay : 
So vast, Jdm world's a grain $ jti myriads grace. 
With golden pomp, the thtiong'd ethereal space; 
^ bright^ with such a wealth of glory stored, 
Twere sin in heathens not to have ador'd. 

How great, how firm, how sacred, all appears! 
How Worthy an immcHtal round of years I 
Yet all must drop, as autumn's sickliest grain. 
And earth and firmament be sought in vain : 
The tract forgot where constellations shone. 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne : 
Time shall be slain, all nature be destroy'd. 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner, or laten in some ftiture date, 
(A dreadful secret in the book of fiite !) 
Thishoiir, for aught all human wisdom knows, 
Or when ten thousand harvests more- have rose ; 
WheW'seetifes are chang'd on this fevblving earthy- ' 
Old empures fall, and give new empitf^'birth ; ^ 
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While other Bourbons rule in other lands,- 
A (if man's sin forbids not) other Akhes j > 

While the still busy world is treafiiqg o'er 
The paths they trod five thousand years before^ 
Thoughtless as those who now life's mazes rud^ 
Of earth dissolv'd^ or an extinguished sun^ 
(Ye sublunary worlds, awake, awake I 
Ye rulers of the natiod, hear, and shake!) 
Thick clouds of darkness shall arise on day; 
In sudden night all earth's dominions lay; 
Impetuous winds the scattered forests rend ; 
Eternal mountains^ Jike their cedars, bend ; 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, / 
And break the. bondage of hi$ wonted shore ; 
A sanguine stain the silver moon overspread & 
Darkness the circle of the sun invade; 
From inmost h^av'n incessant thunders . roUf 
And the strong echo bound from pole to pok. . 

Wl^en^ lo, a mighty trump, one half conceal'd 
In clouds, one, half to mortal eye reveal'd. 
Shall poigr a dreadful note; the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball ; 
Th' extended circuit of creation shake. 
The living die with fear, the de^d awake. 

Oh powerful blast ! to which no eqvial sound 
Did e'er the frighted ear of nature wound, 
Tho' rival clarions have been strain'd on high^ 
And ; kindled i^ars immortal thro' the sky^ r^' . 
T^o! God'$ whole engin^iy disqbarg'd, 9P(L all .^ 
The rebel AiigsIft:bellQw'4 in their /ftlJ. /i. m. :; * 
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Have angels rinn'd ? and shall not man beware ? 
Ho^ shall^a ion bf earth' decline- the snare ? - ' 
Not folded armsy^aind slackness of the mind, '• ■ ■ * 
Can promise for thesafetj of diduildod : > 
None are supbely good : thro' (are and patn^ - 
And various aijts, the. steep ascent v^e gain. ^ • 
This is^tbe scene of combat) not of rest, : • ' 
Man's is laborious happiness at best; . . ..-/ 

On thib side death bis dangers never cease, 'r: 
His joys are; joys of. conquest^inat of peace.' : > ^ ' 

If then, obsequbusto.theivriill of fate, ' ; ,/ - 
And bending to the tenns:of human state,/ ^ 
When, rguiltyjoyS invite ua to their arms, '! , • w* . 
When beautysdiUes, or grandeur spreads her chanhls^ 
The coAsciou^ 5oul would thif great ^ene display,' 
Call down th' impiortal hosts in dread array,/ 
The /rt/97ipr/ sounds the Christian banner spreftd> • / 
And raise ^omsilent graves the trembling dead-; / > 
Such deep imptession would the picture make> ;. . 
No pow'r on eardi her firm rteplve could shaken : A 
Engag'd wjth angels she would gi?eatly stand* [ - 
And look regardless dqwn on 6ea and land ; . 

Not proffer'd worlds her ardour could restrain. 
And death might shake his threatening lance ia Vain I 
Her certain conquest would endear the sights 
And danger serve but to exalt delight 

Instructed thus to shun the fatal springs 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I sing ) ; 
More boldly we bur labours may pursue^ . 
And all the dreadfol image aet to view. . , 
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ITie sparkling eye, the sleek and painted breast. 
The burnish 'd scale, curl'd train, and rising crest, I 
All that is lovely in the noxious snake, . , .. / 

Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake ! * «il*J 
The sting once draw^n, his guiltless beauties rise ^nt/i 
In pleasing lustre, and detain our eyes; *^*^ i*tiK 

We view with joy, what once did horror move, ulT 
And strong aversion softens into love,' 1**^* a-a * f ^'ir'TM 

Say then, my muse, whom dismal scenes delFght* ^ 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night ; * i 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare :f 

The last extremes of terror and despair; 
Oh say, what change on earth, what heart in man, / 
This blackest moment since the world began. 

Ah mournful turn ! the blissful earth, who late 
At leisure on her axle roU'd in state i - m v 

While thousand golden planets new no rest, '{S *>i< T 
Still onward in their circling journey piest ; * bn/t 
A grateful change of seasons some to bring, <» '^*^*<i 
And sweet vicissitude of fall and spring : ^y*^\ « '^ 
Some thro' vast oceans to conduct the keel, ^-;i* 1 
And some those watry worlds to sink, or swell: «•/. 
Around her some their splendors to display, t</"^ 

And gild her globe with tributary day: 'hiA 

This world so great, of joy the bright abode, ":»> ^'A I 
Heav'n's darling child, and fav'rite of her God, ***iA 
Now looks an exile from her Father's care, ' 

Deliver'd o'er to darkness and despair, t " 

No sun in radiant glory shines on high ; »•!/ 

No light, but from the terrors of the sky t ^rfi He baA 
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Fairn are her mountsuns^ her fan>'d rivers lost> - 

And all into a second chaos tost : '^ 

One universal ruin spreads abroad ; ^ 

]Nothing is safe beneath the throne of God. 

Such, earth, thy fate : whiat then canst thou afford ^ 
To comfort and support thy^ guilty lord ? > * 

Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, ^ 

How must he bend his souPs ambition down? — 

Prostrate, the reptile own, and disavow i 

His boasted stature, and assuming brow ? ' ' 

Claim kindred with the clay, and curse his form, ' ^ 
That speaks distinction from his sister worm ? 
IVhat dreadful, pangs the trembling heart invade ? 
Lord, wby^d^st thou forsake, whom thou hast made ? 
"Who can sustain thy anger ? who can stand ' » 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 
It flies the reach of thought j oh save me Pow'r 
Of pow'rs supreme, in that tremendous hour ! 
Thou who beneath the frown of &te hast stood^ < 
And in tl^ dreadful agony sweat bloody 
Thou^ who for me, thro' every throbbihg v^eln. 
Hast felt, die keenest edge of mortal pgin; — • I'' 

T^om death led captive through the realms below;/ 
And taught those horrid mysteries of woe ; • - 

Defend me, O my God ! Oh save me, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs supreme^ in that tremendous hour*! ^ ' '^ 
From east to west they fly, from pole to line,- ^' 
Imploring shdter fmm the wrath divine ; ' ^^ ^- ^ 
Beg flamed to wcap^ or whelmmg seas to sweeps ' ' 
Or rocks to yawn, compassionately deep: 
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Seas cast the monster forth to meet his doom^ 
And rocks but prison up for wrath to come. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crown ; > 

While death sits threatening in his prince's fibwn^ 
His heart's dismay 'd; and now his fears commandt 
To change hia native for a distant land: 
Swift orders fly, the king's siVere decree 
Stands 'fn die chahhd» and kx^ks iip the sea i 
The port he seeks, obedient, to her lord^ 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted s^wcxd. i. I 

B^t why this idle toiHopiintVuitiiaLf} ' f ^ 

This time ehbomtely thtown away ? ■ : > . 
Words all m vain pant after Ihe distress,' 
The height of eloquence would make it less } 
Heav'ns 1 how the good nian trembles 1-^ 

And is there a Last Day? and must tfaerd cdme 
A sure; a fix'd, inexorable doom ^ 
Ambition swell, and, thy proudi sails to show^ 
Take pll the winds that vaniiy can bk>w; 
Wealth on a golden mountain bla^hg standi 
And reach 4in /j2i£a forth in either hand; . 

Spread all thy purple clusters, tempting vine^ 
Apd thoUt more dreaded foe, bright beauty^ shine; 
Shine all ; in all your charms together rise ; 
That all, in all your charms, I. may despise. 
While I mount upward on a strong desire. 
Borne, like Elijah^ in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glqry to be quite invohr'd J 
To sifiile at death ! to long to be dissolv'd ! 
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From our decays a pleasure to receive ! 
And kindle into transport at a grave ! 
What equals this? And shall the victor now 
Boast the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion ! Oh thou cherub, heavenly bright ! 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fethomless delight ! 
Thou, Thou art all ; nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught, but God and my own soul. 

For ever then, my soul,, thy God adore. 
Nor let the brute creation praise him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame. 
And flush my conscious cheek with spreading shame ? 
They all for him pursue, or quit, their end ; 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r suspend ; 
In solid heaps th' unfrozen billows stand. 
To rest and silence aw'd by his command : 
Nay, the dire monsters that infest the flood. 
By nature dreadful, and athirst for blood. 
His will can calm, their savage tempers bind. 
And turn to mild protectors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main j 
When darkness round him all her horrors spread. 
And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head ? 

When now the thunder roars, the lightening flies. 
And all the warring winds tumultuous rise ^ 
When now the foaming surges, tost on high. 
Disclose the sands beneath, and touch the sky; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghast. 
Look back with terror on their actions past; 

VOL. I. C 
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Their courage sickens into deep dismay. 
Their hearts, through fear and anguish, melt away ; 
Nor tears, nor pray Vs, the tempest can appease ; 
Now they devote their treasure to the seas ; 
Unload their shatter*d barque, tho* richly fraught. 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold ; but oh, the storm so high ! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 

The trembling prophet then, themselves to save. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave ; 
Down he descends, and, booming o'er his head. 
The billows close ; he*s numbered with the dead. 
(Hear, O ye just ! attend, ye virtuous few ! 
And the bright paths of piety pursue) 
Lo ! the great Ruler of the world, from high. 
Looks smiling down with a propitious eye. 
Covers his servant with his gracious hand. 

And bids tempestuous nature silent stand ; 

Commands the peaceful waters to give place. 

Or kindly fold him in a soft embrace : 

He bridles in the monsters of the deep : 

The bridled monsters awful distance keep : 

Forget their hunger, while they view their prey ; 

And guiltless gaze, and round the stranger play. 

But still arise new wonders ; nature's Lord 

Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word. 

And calls the great leviathan : the great 

Leviathan attends in all his state ; 

Exults for joy, and, with a mighty bound. 

Makes the sea shake, and heav'n and earth resound ; 
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Blackens the waters with the rising sand^ 
And drives vast billows to the distant land. 

As yawns an earthquake, when imprisoned air 
Struggles for vent, and Jays the centre bare. 
The whale expands his jaws enormous size; 
The prophet views the cavern with surprize ; 
Measures his monstrous teeth, afar descry'd^ 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from side to side : 
Then takes possession of the spacious seat. 
And sails secure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pleas'd the northern blast to hear. 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear; 
Or falls immers'd into the depths below. 
Where the dead silent waters never flow ; 
To the foundations of the hills conveyed. 
Dwells in the shelving mountain's dreadful shade : 
Where plummet never reached, he draws his breathy 
And glides serenely thro' the paths of death. 

Two wond'rous days and nights thro' coral groves^ 
Thro' labyrinths of rocks and sands, he rovesr: 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountain gilds, and on the bilbws plays. 
It sees the king of waters rise and pour 
His sacred guest uninjur'd on the shore ; 
A type of that great blessing, which t}ie mus^ 
In her next labour ardently pursues. 
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Phocyl. 
». # 

-We hope, that the departed will rise again from die dust : after which| 
like the gods, they will be immortal. 



JN OW Man awakes, and from his silent bed. 

Where he has slept for ages, lifts his head ; 

%akes off the slumber often thousand years. 

And on the borders of new worlds appears. 

Whatever the bold, the rash, adventure cpst. 

In wide Eternity I dare be lost. 

The muse is wont in narrow bounds to sing. 

To teach the szoain, or celebrate the king. 

I grasp the whole, no more to parts confin'd, 

I lift my voice, and sing to human kind: 

I sing to men and angels ; angels join. 

While such the theme, their sacred songs with mine. 

Again the trumpet's intermitted sound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round. 



V:^ 
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An universal concourse to prepare 

Of all that ever breath'd the vital air : 

In some wide fields which active whirlwinds sweep^ 

Ditve cities, forests, mountains, to the deep. 

To smooth and lengthen out th' imbounded space. 

And spread an area for all human race. 

/Now monuments prove ^thfiil to their trust. 
And render back their long committed dust. 
Now chamels rattle ; scattered limbs, and all 
'Ih&'^aHous bones, obsequious to the call, ' 
fiS^'jakxf'^9 advance ; die neck perhaps to meet 
tlRie ^Mtant head ; the distant legs the feet. 
IJfeeadful to view, see through the dusky sky 
l^|(|gments of bodies in confusion fly. 
To distant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deserted members, and compleat the frame. 

when, the world bow'd to Rome's almighty sword, 
tbme bow'd to Pompey, and confessed her lord. 
Yet one day lost, this deity below 
Became the scorn and pity of his foe. 
His blood a traitor's sacrifice was made, 
^d smok'd indignant on a ruffian's blade. 
No trumpet's sound, no gasping army's yell, 
Kd, with due horror, his great soul farewell. 
01»cure his fall ! all welt'ring in his gore, 
IBs trunk was cast to perish on the shore I 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monster dead. 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This sever'd head and trunk shall join once more, 
Tho' realms now rise between, and oceans roar. 

cS 
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The trumpet's sound each fragrant mote shall hear. 
Or fix'd in earthy or if afloat in air^ 
Obey the signal wafted in the wind. 
And not one sleeping atom lag behind. 

So swarming bees, that on a summer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play. 
Charm 'd with the brazen sound, their wond'rings end. 
And, gently circling, on a bough descend. 

The body thus renew'd, the conscious soul. 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the pole. 
Or midst the burning planets wond'ring stray'd. 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpse- was laid ; 
Or rather coasted on her final state. 
And fear'd or wish'd for, her appointed fete : 
This soul, returnmg with a constant flame. 
Now weds for ever her immortal firame. 
Life, which ran down before, so high is wound. 
The springs maintain an everlasting round. 

Thus a frail model of the work design'd 
First takes a copy of the builder's mind. 
Before the structure firm with lasting oak. 
And marble bowels of the solid rock. 
Turns the strong arch, and bids the columns rise. 
And bear the lofty palace to the skies; 
The wrongs of time enabled to surpass. 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of brass. 

That antient, sacred, and illustrious* dome. 
Where soon or late fair Albion^s heroes come. 



* Westminster Abbey. 
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From camps, and courts, tho* great, or wise, or just^ 

To feed the worm, and moulder into dust; 

That solemn mansion of the royal dead. 

Where passing slaves o'er sleeping monarchs tread^ 

Now populous overflows : a numerous race 

Of rising kings fill all th' extended space : 

A Jife well spent, not the victcu'ious sword. 

Awards the crown, and stiles the greater lord. 

Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth, 
J^abours with man to this his second birth i 
But where gay palaces in pomp arise. 
And gilded theatres invade the skies. 
Nations shall wake, whose unrespected bones 
Support the pride of their IuxuHqus soqs. 
The most magnificent and costly dome 
Is !but an upper chamber to a topb. 
No spot on earth but has supply'd a grave. 
And human skulls the spacious ocean pave. 
Airs full of maui and at this dreadful turn. 
The swarms shall issue, and the hive shall bum. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner, rise : 
Some lift with pain their slow unwilling eyes : 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light. 
And bless the grave, and call for lasting n\ght. 
Others, whose long-attempted vii:tue stood 
flx'd as a rock, and broke the rushing flood. 
Whose firm resolve, nor beauty could melt down. 
Nor raging tyrants from their posture frown ; 
Such, in this day of horrors, shall be seen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien j 

C4 
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The planets drop, their thoughts are fixt above; 
The centre shakes, their hearts disdain to move : 
An earth dissolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every side. 
Serene they view, impatient of delay. 
And bless the dawn of everlasting day. 

Here, greatness prostrate falls; there, strength gives 
place ; 
Here, iazars smile ; there, beauty hides her face. 
Christians^ and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans stand, 
A blended throng, one undistinguish'd band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expired. 
With zeal for their distinct persuasions fir'd. 
In mutual firiendship their long slumber break. 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 

But none are flush'd with brighter joy, or, warm 
With juster confidence, enjoy the storm. 
Than those, whose pious bounties, unconfin'd. 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 
In that illustrious rank, what shining light 
With such distinguished glory fills my sight? 
Bend down, my grateful muse, that homage show. 
Which to such* worthies thou art proud to owe. 
WickhamI Fox ! Chichley I hail, illustrious* names. 
Who to far distant times dispense your beams ; 
Beneath your shades, and near your chrystal springs, 
I first presumed to touch the trembling strings. 



* Founders of New College^ Corpus Christie and All Soulsj in 
Oxford ; of all which the author was a member. 
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All hail, thrice honourMJ *Twas your great renown 
To bless a people, and oblige a crown. 
And now you rise, eternally to shine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God ! Oh how shall mortal raise 
His soul to due returns of grateful praise. 
For bounty so profuse to human kind. 
Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal mind? 
Shall I, who, some few years ago, was less 
Than worm, or mite, or shadow can express. 
Was nothing; shall I live, when ev'ry fire 
And ev'ry star shall languish and expire ? 
When earth's no more, shall I survive above. 
And thro' the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I stand. 
See new worlds rolling from His spacious band. 
Where our adventures shall perhaps be taught. 
As we now tell how Michael sung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert join. 
And celebrate the depths of Love divine ! 

But oh ! before this blissful state, before 
Th* aspiring soul this wond'rous height can soar. 
The Judge, descending, thunders from afer. 
And all mankind is summoned to the Bar. 

This mighty scene I next presume to draw; 
Attend, great Anna, with religious awe. 
Expect not here the known successful arts 
To win attention, and command our hearts ; 
Hction, be far away; let no machine 
Descending here, no fabled God, be seen,; 
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Behold the God of Gods indeed descend. 
And worlds unnumbered his approach attend ! 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whose ample space 
Must entertain the whole of human race. 
At heav*n*s all-pow*rful edict is prepared. 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o'erflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below : 
And ev'ry age, and nation, pours along ; 
NiMROD and Bourbon mingle inthedirong: 
Adam salutes his youngest son ; no sign. 
Of all those ages, which their births disjoin. 

How empty learning, and how vain is art. 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart! 
What volumes have beensweird, what time been spent. 
To fix a hero's birth-day, or descent ! 
What joy must it now yield, what rapture raise. 
To see the glorious race of ancient days! 
To greet those worthies, who perhaps have stood 
Illustrious on record before the flood ! 
Alas ! a nearer care your soul demands, 
CiESAR un-noted in your presence stands. 

How vast the concourse ! not in number more 
The waves that break on the resounding shore. 
The leaves that tremble in the shady grove. 
The lamps that gild the spangled vaults above : 
Those overwhelming armies, whose command 
Said to one empire. Falls another Stand: 
Whose rear lay wrapf in night, while breaking dawn 
Roused the broad firont, and call'd the battle on : 
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Great Xerxes' world in arms, proud Canrut's field 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree. 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim^ fam'd Ramillia^s host. 
They All are here, and here they All are lost : 
Their millions swell to be discem'd in vain. 
Lost as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air. 
For judgment^ judgment^ sons of men prepare ! 
Earth shakes anew, I hear her groans profound ; 
And hell through all her trembling realms resound. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greatest powV of earth. 
Blest with most equal planets at thy birth ; 
Whose valour drew the most successful sword. 
Most realms united in one common lord ; 
Who, on the day of triumph, saidst. Be thine 
The skies, Jehovah, all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eye — Alas ! my muse. 
How art thou lost ! what numbers canst thou chuse? 

A sudden blush inflames the waving sky. 
And now the crimson curtains open fly ; 
Lo ! far within, and far above all height , 
Where heav'n*s great Sovereign reigns in worlds of light. 
Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works survey. 
Creates, supports, confounds! Vf here timeyZnd place. 
Matter 9 ^nd form, znd fortune, life, and grace. 
Wait humbly at the footstool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awfiil nod ; 
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Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air-suspended ball 
(Speck of creation) : if he pour one breathy 
The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 

Thence issuing I behold (but mortal sight 
Sustains not such a rushing sea of light !) 
I see, on an empyreal flying throne 
Sublimely rais'd, Heav*n*s everlasting Son ; 
Crown'd with that majesty, which form'd the world. 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtue, dominiony praise^ omnipotence. 
Support the train of their triumphant prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought of apgels bright^ 
Around^ him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night shades the solemn arches of his brows^ 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where-e'er serene, he turns propitious eyes^ 
Or we expect, or find, a paradise : 
But if resentment reddens their mild beams. 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames* 
On one hand, knowledge shines in purest light ; 
On one, the sword of justice fiercely brigbt% 
Now bend the knee in sport, present the reed ; 
^oxv tell the scourg'd Impostor he shall bleed ! 

Thus glorious thrp* the courts of heav'n, the source 
Of life and death etenial bends his course ; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play ; 
Th' angelic host is rang'd in bright array ; 
Some touch the string, some strike the sounding shell. 
And mingling voices in rich concert swell : 
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Voices seraphic ; blest with such a strain^ 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 

Triumphant King of Glory ! Soul of Bliss ! 
What a stupendous turn of fate is this ! 
O ! whither art thou rais'd above the scorn 
And indigence of him in Bethlem bom ; 
A needless, helpless, unaccounted, guest. 
And but a second to the fodder d beast I 
How chang'd (torn himj who meekly prostrate laid» 
Vouchsafd to wash the feet himself had made ! 
From him who was betrayed, forsook, deny'd. 
Wept, languished, pray'd, bled^ thirsted, groan'd, and 

dy'dj 
Hung pierc'd and bare, insulted by the foe. 
All heav n in tesurs above, earth unconcem'd below ! 

And was*t enough to bid the Sun retire ? 
Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 
I see, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine ; 
The world is vanish'd, — ^I am wholly thine. 

Mistaken Caiap has! Ah! which blasphem'd ; 
Thou, or thy prisoner ? which shall be condemn 'd ? 
Well might'st thou rend thy garments, well exclaim ! 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame 1 
But God is good ! *Tis wond'rous all ! Ev*n He 
Thou gav'st to death, shame, torture, dy'd for Thee. 

Now the descending triumph stops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raise 
Distinct with orient veins, and golden blaze. 
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One fizd oo csDuiy andooc in sea, and i 
Its ample fool the sffdfiDg billows soond. 
Thfoe an immeasmable aicfa sopport^ 
The gnmd tribona] of diis awiol court. 
Sheets of brig^ azure, firom tbe purest Jtj, 
Streainfirom die chrystal arch, and rooiid the oohmois flf» 
Deaths wrzpi in diains, low at tbe baas fies. 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron'd th' eternal Judge is phc'd^ 
With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet. 
And the sun bums beneath Us awful feet. 

How an archangel eminently bright. 
From off his silver staff of wondrous height. 
Unfurls the Christian flag, which waving flies. 
And shuts and opens more than half the skies : 
The Cross so strong a red, it sheds a stain, 
Where-e er it floats, on earth, and air, and rmuni 
Flushes the hill, and sets on fire the wood. 
And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable Glort ! dreadful bright ! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty sight. 
Ah turn, unwary muse, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the Sun shrink in his beam) 
Dare not aflirm, they wish it all a dream ; 
Wish, or their souls may with their limbs decay. 
Or God be spoil'd of his eternal sway. 
But rather, if thou know'st the means, unfold 
How they with transport might the scene beholds 
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Ah how ! but by Repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and severe its own offence to find ? 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceasing care^ 
And all the pious violence of pray'r? 
Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
I cast my heart before th' eternal throne. 
In this great temple, which the skies surround. 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 

" O Thou ! whose balance does the mountains weigh, 
" Whose will the wild tumultuous Seas obey, 
** Whose breath can turn those wat'ry worlds to flame, 
<' That flame to tempest, and that tempest tame ; 
'^ Earth's meanest son, all trembling, prostrate falls, 
'^ And on the boundless of thy goodness calls. 

^ Oh! give the winds all past offence to sweep 
" To scatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
" Thy pow*r, my weakness, may I ever see, 
" And wholly dedicate my soul to Thee : 
" Reign o'er my will ; my passions ebb and flow 
'' At thy command, nor human motive know! 
" If anger boil, let anger be my praise, 
*' And sin the graceful indignation raise. 
** My love be warm to succour the distressed, 
^ And lift the burden from the soul oppressed. 
^ Oh may my understanding ever read 
*^ This glorious volume, which Thy wisdom made ! 
" Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride ? 
'' Who calls forth Summer, like a sparkling bride ? 
** Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown ? 
'^ And bids old winter lay her honours down ? 
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" Not the Great Ottoman, or Greater Czar, 

" Not Europe^ % arbitress of peace and war. 

" May sea and land, and earth and heav'n be jom'd, 

" To bring th' eternal Author to my mind ! 

** When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 

" May thoughts of Thy dread vengeance shake my soul ^ 

" When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly shine^ 

" Adore, my heart, the Majesty Divine ! 

" Thro' ev'ry scene of life, or peace, or war, 
" Plenty, or want. Thy glory be my care ! 
" Shine we in arms? or sing beneath our vine? 
" Thine is the vintage, and the conquest Thine : 
" Thy pleasure points the shaft, and bends the bow; 
** The cluster blasts, or bids it brightly glow : 
" 'Tis thou that lead'st our pow'rful armies forth, 
" And giv'st Great Anne Thy sceptre o'er the north. 

" Grant I may ever, at the Morning-Ray^ 
" Open with Pray'r, the consecrated day ; 
" Tune ITiy great praise, and bid my soul arise, 
'' And with the mounting sun ascend the skies : 
" As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
" And glow with ardour of consummate love ; 
•' Nor cease at eve, but with the Setting Sun 
" My endless worship shall be still begun. 

" And, oh ! permit the gloom of solemn night 
" To sacred thought may forcibly invite. 
" When this world's fliut, and awful planets rise, 
*^ Call on our minds, and raise them to the skies j 
^^ Compose our souls with a less dazzling sights 
^* And shew all nature in a milder lights 
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^^ How every boisterous thought in calm subsides ! 
^^ How the smoothed spirit into goodness glides ! 
** O how divine ! to tread the milky way, 
** To the bright palace of the Lord of day s 
** His court admire, or for his favour sue, 
** Or leagues of friendship with his saints renew ; 
" Pleased to look down, and see the World asleep, 
'* While I long vigils to its Founder keep ! 

" Can'st Thou not shake the centre? Oh! controul, 
•* Subdue by force, the rebel in my soul : 
'' Thou, who canst still the raging of the flood, 
" Restrain the various tumults of my blood ; 
" Teach me, with equal firmness, to sustain 
^' Alluring pleasure, and assaulting pain. 
" O may I pant for Thee in each desire ! 
" And with strong faith foment the holy fire ! 
" Stretch out my soul in hope, and grasp the prize, 
" Which in Eternitj/s deep bosom lies ! 
" At the Great Day of recompence behold, 
" Devoid of fear, the/ate/JS{?{?iI: unfold! 
^^ Then wafted upwards to the blissful seat, 
" From age to age, my grateful song repeat \ 
" My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour see, 
*' And rival angels in the praise of Theb." 
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Jl he book unfolding ; the resplendent seat 
Of saints and angels ; the tremendous fate 
Of guilty souls; the gloomy realms of woe; 
And all the horrors of the world below ; 
I next presume to sing : What yet remains 
Demands my last, but most exalted strains. 
And let the Muse or now affect the sky« 
Or in inglorious shades for ever lie. 
She kindles, she's inflam'd so near the goal -, 
She mounts, she gains upon the starry pole ; 
The world grows less as she pursues her flight. 
And the sun darkens to her distant sight. 
Heav'n op'ning, all its sacred pomp displays. 
And overwhelms her with the rushing blaze ! 
The triumph rings! archangels fhout around! 
And echoing nature lengthens out the sound! 
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Ten thousand trampets now at once advance s 
Now deepeft silence lulls the vaft expanse: 
So deep the silence, and so strong the blast. 
As nature dy'd, when ihe had groan'd her last 
Nor man, nor angel, moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the sky: 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays. 
Which high to view supporting seraphs raise; 
In solemn form the rituals are prepared. 
The seal is broken, and a groan is hear'd. 
And thou, my soul, (oh fall to sudden prayV, 
And let the thought sink deep !) shall thou be there? 

See on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand;) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obscene, 
What more than death in ev'ry face and mien ! 
With what distress, and glarings of affright. 
They shock the heart, and turn away the sight ! 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll. 
And tell the horrid secrets of the soul. 
Each gesture mourns, each look is black with care. 
And ev'ry groan is loaden with despair, 
deader, if guilty, spare the muse, and find 
A truer image pictur'd in thy mind. 

Should'st thou behold thy brother, father, wite. 
And all the soft companions of thy life. 
Whose blended int'rests levell'd at one aim. 
Whose mix'd desires sent up one common flame. 
Divided far ; thy wretched Self alone 
Cast on the lefi, of all whom thou hast known ; 
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How would it wound ! What millions would'st thou give 
For One more trial. One more day to live! 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's space. 
To grasp with eagerness the means of Grace; 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage. 
And in that moment to redeem an age ? 
Drive back the tide, suspend a storm in air. 
Arrest the Sun I — but still of this despair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace ! 
Their Maker's image fresh in ev'ry face ! 
What purple bloom my ravish'd soul admires^ 
And their eyes sparkling with immortal fires ! 
Triumphant beauty ! charms that rise above 
This world, and in blest angels kindle love! 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn. 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger bum ; 
Its flash, sustain against its terror rise. 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are these the forms that moulder'd in the dust ? 
Oh the transcendent glory of the just ! 
Yet still some thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Th* infected brightness of their joy poHute. 

Thus the chaste bridegroom, when the priest draws 
nigh. 
Beholds his blessing with a trembling eye. 
Feels doubtful passions throb in every vein. 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain. 
Lest still some intervening chance should rise. 
Leap forth at once, and snatch the golden prize ; 
Inflame his woe^ by bringing it so late^ 
And stab him in the crisb of his hie. 
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Since Adam's family^ from first to last. 
Now Into one distinct survey is cast; 
Look round> vain-glorious muse, and you whoe'er 
Devote yourselves to fame, and think her fair; 
Look round, and seek the lights of human race. 
Whose shining acts /ime's brightest annals grace ; 
Who founded sects ; crowns conquer'd, or resigned ; 
Gave names to nations ; or fam'd empires join'd; 
Who nus'd the vale, and laid the mountain low ; 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow; 
Who with vast fleets, as with a mighty chab. 
Could bind the madness of the roaring main : 
All lost? all undistinguish'd ? no where found ? 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace sound ? 

That hour, on which th' Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye. 
Whether his right-hand favour'd, or annoy 'd, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threatened, or destroy'd ; 
Southern or eaftem sceptre downward hurl'd. 
Gave north or west dominion o'er the world ; 
The point of time, for which the world was built. 
For which the blood of God himself was spilt. 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 

Alqft, the seats of bliss their pomp display 
Brighter than brightness, this distinguish'd day ; 
Less glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of night return 'd with trophies won : 
Thro' heav'n's high gates, when he triumphant rode. 
And shouting angels hail'd the Victor God. 
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Horrors, beneath^ darkness in darkness, hell 
Of heU, where torments behind torments dwell ; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'er-boiling with a mad sulphureous tide. 
Expands its jaws, most dreadful to survey. 
And roars outrageous for the destin'd prey. 
The sons of light scarce unappall'd look down. 
And nearer press heaven's everlasting throne. 

Such is the scene ; and one short moment's space 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares ! — I tremble as I write ; 
The whole creation swims before my sight : 
I see, I see, the Judge's frowning brow; 
&y not, 'tis distant ; I behold it now s 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow. 
My soul recoils at the stupendous woe ; 
That woe, those pangs, which from the guilty breast^ 
In these, or words like these, shall be exprest. 

" Who burst the barriers of my peaceful grave ? 
** Ah ! cruel death, that would no longer save, 
" But grudg'd me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
" And cast me out into the wrath of God ; 
*' Where shrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain^ 
" And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
" Our only song ; black fire's malignant light, 
*^ The sole refreshment of the blasted sight. 
" Must all those pow'rs, heav'n gave me to supply 
" My soul with pleasure, and bring in my joy, • 
" Rise up in arms against me, join the foe, 
** SensCi reason^ memory^ increase my woe ? 



BOOK III. THE LAST DAY* 39 

** And shall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 
•' Corrapt to groans, and blow the fires of hell ? 
" Oh ! must I look with terror on my gain, 
•* And with existence only measure pain f 
** What ! no reprieve, no least indulgence giv*n, 
** No beam of hope, from any point of heaven ! 
" Ah Mercy! Mercy ! art thou dead above ? 
** \s Love extinguished in the Source of Love ? 

*' Bold that I am, did heav'n stoop down to hell ? 
•* Th' expiring Lord of life my ransom seal ? 
** Have I not been industrious to provoke ? 
** From his embraces obstinately broke ? 
*' Pursu'd, and panted for his mortal hate, 
" Eam'd my destruction, laboured out my fate ? 
" And dare I on extinguished Love exclaim ? 
" Take, take full vengeance, rouze the slack'ning flame; 
" Just is my lot — but oh ! must it transcend 
" The reach of lime, despair a distant end ? 
" With dreadful growth shoot forward, and arise, 
" Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies ? 

" NEVER ! where falls the soul at that dread sound ? 
" Down an abyss how dark, and how profound ? 
" Down, down, (I still am falling, horrid pain !) 
" Ten thousand thousand fathoms still remain ; 
*^ My plunge but still begun — And this for sin ? 
*' Could I offend, if I had never been, 
" But still increased the senseless happy mass, 
" Flow'd in the stream, or shiver'd in the grass ? 

" Father of mercies ! why from silent earth 
'' Did'st thou awake, and curse me into birth ? 
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'^ Tear me from quiet, ravish me from night, 
" And make a thankless present of ihy light ? 
** Push into being a reverse of Thee, 
*• And animate a clod with misery ? 

*^ The beasts are happy ; they come forth, and keep 
/' Short watch on earth, and then lie down to sleep. 
** Pain is for man ; and oh ! how vast a pain 
** For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain 1 
** Annulled his groans, as far as in them lay, 
^^ And flung his agonies, and death, away ! 
*^ As our dire punishment for ever strong, 
** Our constitution too for ever young. 
** Curs'd with returns of vigour, still the same 
*' Pow'rful to bear, and satisfy the flame : 
" Still to be caught, and still to be pursuM ! 
" To perish still, and still to be renew'd ! 

" And this. My help ! My God ! at thy decree ? 
" Nature is changed, and hell should succour me. 
" And can'st Thou then look down from perfect bliss, 
" And see me plunging in the dark abyss ? 
" Calling Thee Father, in a sea of fire ? 
" Or pouring blasphemies at Thy desire ? 
" With mortals anguish wilt Thou raise Thy name, 
** And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim ? 

" Thou, who canst toss the planets to and fro, 
" Contract not Thy great vengeance to my woe ; 
" Crush worlds ; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay ; 
" On me Almighty wrath is cast away. 
" Call back Thy thunders. Lord, hold in Thy rage, 
" Nor with a speck of wretchedness engage : 
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'* Forget me quite, nor stoop a worm to blame ; 
<^ But lose me in the greatness of Thy name. 
*' Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 
<^ And shall I make those glories cease to shine ? 
^ Siall sinful man grow great by his ofience, 
*^ And firom its course turn back Omnipotence ? 

*^ Forbid it ! and oh ! grant. Great Gad, at least 
^ This one, this slender, almost no request; 
*^ When I have wept a thousand lives away, 
^' When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
'* When I have.rav'd ten thousand years in fire, 
^ Ten thousand thousand, let me then expire/' 

Deep anguish ! but too late ; the hopeless soul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool. 
Though loth, and ever loud blaspheming, owns 
He's justly doom'd to pour eternal groans ; 
Enclosed with horrors, and transfixed with pain. 
Rolling in vengeance, struggling with his chain : 
To talk to fiery tempests ; to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er ; 
To toss, to writhe, to pant beneath his load. 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The fiivour'd of their Judge, in triumph move 
To take possession of their thrones above i 
Satan's accurs'd desertion to supply. 
And fill the vacant stations of the sky ; 
Again to kindle long-extinguish'd rays. 
And with new lights dilate the heav'nly blaze; 
To crop the roses of immortal youth. 
And drink the fountain-head of sacred truth ; 
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To swim in seas of bliss, to strike the string. 
And lift the voice to their Almighty King ; 
To lose eternity in grateful lays. 
And fill heav'n*s wide circumference with praise^ 

But I attempt the wond'rous height in vain. 
And leave unfinished the too lofty strain : 
What boldly I begin, let others end ; . 
My strength exhausted, fainting I descend. 
And chuse a less, but no ignoble theme. 
Dissolving elements, and worlds, in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour, is come. 
And nature shrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the. sign, and all 
Heav*n*s terrors in array surround the ball ; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze conspire. 
And darted downward, set the world on fire ; 
Black rising clouds the thicken'd JSther choke. 
And spiry flames dart through the rolling smoke. 
With keen vibrations cut the sullen night. 
And strike the darkened sky with dreadful light ; 
From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force. 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous course, 
T' enrage the flame : It spreads, it soars on high. 
Swells in the storm, and billows through the sky : 
Here winding pyramids of fire ascend. 
Cities and deserts in one ruin blend . 
Here blazing volumes wafted, overwhelm 
The spacious face of a far distant realm ; 
There, undermin'd, down rush eternal hills. 
The neighb'ring vales the vast destruction fills. 
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Hear'st thou that dreadful crack ? that sound which 
broke 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre shook ? 
What wonders must that groan of nature tell ? 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlns^ fell ; 
Which seem'd above the reach of fate to stand, 
A towering monument of God's right hand ; 
Now dust and smoke, whose brow, so lately, spread 
O'er sheltered countries its diffusive shade. 

Shew me that celebrated spot, where all 
The various rulers of the sever'd ball 
Have humbly sought wealth, honour, and redress. 
That land which heav'n seem'd diligent to bless. 
Once caird Britannia : Can her glories end ? 
And can't surrounding seas her realms defend ? 
Alas ! in flames behold surrouhding seas ! 
Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel say. Where ran proud Asia's bound ? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Where stretch'd waste Lybia? Where did India\ 

shore 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore ? 
Each lost in each, their mingling kingdoms glow. 
And all dissolved, one fiery deluge flow : 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd. 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or swims, or walks, or flies. 
Inhabitants of sea, or earth, or skies ; 
All on whom Adam's wisdom fix'd a naoie. 
All plunge, and perish in the conqu'ring flame. 
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I tu;}^ globe alone would but defraud the fire> 
Siaivc iU devouring rage : the flakes aspire, 
\uJ vatvh the clouds, and make the heav'n's their prey; 
itw siun» the moon, the stars, all melt away; 
AlU ^tl i^ l^^t » "^ monument, no sign. 
Where once so proudly blaz*d the gay machine. 
iii> bubbles on the foaming stream expire. 
So sparks that scatter from the kbdling fire ; 
The devastations of one dreadful hour 
The Great Creator^s Six day's work devour, 
A mightyi mighty ruin ! yet One soul 
Has more to boast, and far outweighs the whole; 
Exalted in superior excellence. 
Cast down to nothing, such a vast expence. 
Have you not seen th* eternal mountains nod. 
An earth dissolving, a descending God ? 
What strange surprizes through all natiire ran ? 
For whom these revolutions, but for Man ? 
For him. Omnipotence new measures takes. 
For him, through all eternity, awakes ; 
Pours on him gifts sufficient to supply 
Heav n*s loss, and with firefh glories fill the sky. 

Think deeply then, O Man, how great thou art ; 
Pay thyself homage with a trembling heart ; 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect. 
Slighting thyself, affiront not God*s respect. 
Enter the sacred temple of thy breast, 
' And gaze, and wander there, a rayish'd guest ; 
Gaze on those hidden treasures thou shalt find. 
Wander thro* all the glories of thy mind. 
1 
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Of perfect knowledge^ see^ tibe dawning light 
Foretells a noon most exquisitely bright ! 
Here, springs of endless joy are breaking forth ! 
There, buds the promise of celestial worth 1 
Worth, which must ripen in a happier clime. 
And brighter Suit^ beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, Minor ^ canst not guess thy vast estate. 
What stores, on foreign coasts, thy landing wait : 
Lose not thy claim, let virtue*s path be trod ; 
Thus glad all heav n, and please that bounteous GoD^ 
Who, to light thee to pleasures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the sky : 
That service done, its beams shall fade away. 
And God shine forth in one Eternal Day. 



THE 

FORCE OF RELIGION; 

VANQUISHED LOVE. 



BOOK L 



— Ad ccelum aidentia luminatoUeoi, 
Luxnina ; nam teneras arcebant vincvU palmai. Vi&o. 



X* ROM lofty themes, from thoughts that soar'd on high. 
And open*d wondVous scenes above the sky. 
My muse descend : Indulge my fond desire ; 
With softer thoughts my melting soul inspire. 
And smooth my numbers to a female's praise : 
A partial world will listen to my lays. 
While Anna reigns, and sets a female name 
Unrival'd in the glorious lists of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land. 
Whose radiant eyes the vanquish'd world command. 
Virtue is Beauty : But when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd ; 
When t/outh makes such bright objects still more bright. 
And fortune sets them in the strongest light; 
TIs all of heav*n that we below may view. 
And all, but Adoration, is your due. 

VOL, !• E 
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Fam*d female virtue did this isle adorn^ 
Ere Qrmond, or her glorious QitEi^K, wasbolrn: 
When now Maria's powerful arms prevailed. 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition fail'd. 
The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race. 
In blooming youth adom*d with eyery grace ; 
Who gain'd a crown by treason not her own. 
And innocently fill'd another's throne ; 
Hurrd from the summit of imperial state. 
With equal mind sustained the stroke of fete. "• ; 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part. 
With manly reason fortify his heart ? 
At once she longs, and is afraid, to know : 
Now swift she moves, and now advances slow, ; : |^ 
To find her lord ; and, finding, passes by, A 

Silent with fear, nor dares she meet his eye 5 • ' )[ 

Lest that, unask'd, in speechless grief, disclose ,r 
The mournful secret of his inward woes. ^ . /.^ 

Thus, after sickness, doubtful of her face, s^ 

The melancholy virgin shuns the glass. r 

At length, with troubled thought, but look uttett/fy 
And sorrow soften'd by her heav'nly mien. 
She clasps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, ;^ 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue j . • ^ 
Gentle, and sweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, ;/ 

Fanning the lily, or the blooming rose. 7 

" Grieve not, my lord; a crown indeed is lost ^.*^ 
" What far outshines a crown, we still may boast; * 
" A mind composed ; a mind that can disdain 
** A fruitless sorrow for a loss so vain. . , 
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^ Nothing is loss that virtue can improve 

•* To wealth eternal ; and return above ; 

" Above, where no distinction shall be known 

** Twixt him whom storms have shaken from a throne^ 

^^ Aftd him, who, basking in the smiles of fate, 

•* Shone forth in all the splendor of the great ; 

** Nor can I find the diflfrence here below ; 

" I lately was a Queen ; I still am so, 

" While Guilford's Wife s Thee rather I dbey^ 

** Than o'er mankind extend imperial sway. 

" When we lie down in some obscure retreat, 

" Incens'd Maria may her rage forget; 

** And I to death my duty will improve, 

** And what you miss in empire, add in love — - 

f' Your godlike soul is open'd in your look, 

" And I have faintly your great meaning spoke, 

" For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 

" To find with what content we lay it down. 

" Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 

** Can quit a throne with a becoming grace." 

Thus spoke the fairest of her sex» and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord ; whose boding bosom fear'd 
'A darker cloud of ills would bursty and shed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltless head : 
Too just, alas, the terrors which he felt ! 
For, lo ! a guard ! — Forgive him, if he melt — 
How sharp her pangs, when sever'd from his side. 
The most sincerely lov'd, and loving bride. 
In space confin'd, the muse forbears to tell ; 
Deep was her anguish, but she bore it well. 

E 2 
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His pain was equals but his virtue less ; 
He thought in grief there could be no excess. 
Pensive he sat, o'ercast with gloomy care. 
And often fondly clasp'd his absent fair ; 
Now, silent, wander'd through his rooms of state^ 
And sicken *d at the pomp, and tax'd his fate; 
Which thus adom'd, in all her shining store, 
A splendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
Now on the bridal-bed his eyes were cast. 
And anguish fed on his enjoyments past ; 
Each recollected pleasure made him smart. 
And ev'ry transport stabb'd him to the heart. 

That happy moon, which summon'd to delight. 
That moon which shone on his dear nuptial night, 
, Which saw him fold her yet untasted charms 
(Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms ; 
Now sees the transient blessing fleet away. 
Empire and Love ! the vision of a day. 

Thus, in the British clime, a summer-storm 
Will oft the smiling face of heav'n deform ; 
The winds with violence at once descend. 
Sweep flow'rs and fruits, and make the forest bend ; 
A sudden winter, while the sun is near, 
O'ercomes the season, and inverts the year. 

But whither is the captive borne away. 
The beauteous captive, from the chearful day ? 
The scene is chang'd indeed ; before her eyes 
Ill-boding looks and unknown horrors rise : 
For pomp and splendor, for her guard and crown, 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 



OR^ VANQUISHED LOVE. • 53 

Black thoughts, each morn, invade the Lover's breast^ 
Each night, a ruffian locks the Queen to rest. 

Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds! 
But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds. 
Religioris force divine is best displayed 
In deep desertion of all human aid : 
To succour in extremes, is her delight. 
And chear the heart, when terror strikes the sight. 
We, disbelieving our own senses, gaze. 
And wonder what a mortal's heart can raise 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, smile in grief. 
And comfort those who come to bring relief: 
We gaze ; and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay. 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 

Against her cares she rais'd a dauntless mind^ 
And with an ardent heart, but most resign'd. 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 
Amid the silence of her dark retreat, 
Address'd her God — ^^ Almighty pow'r Divine ! 
*' Tis thine to raise, and to depress, is Thine ; 
" With honour to light up the name unknown, 
" Or to put out the lustre of a throne. 
" In my short span both fortunes I have prov'd, 
" And though with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 
" I'll bear it well : (O strengthen me to bear 1) 
*^ And if my piety may claim thy care ; 
** If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat, 
^ And tumult of a court, a Future State ; 
" O favour, when thy mercy I implore 
*• For one who never guilty sceptre bore ! 
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** 'Twas I received the crown ; my lord is free ; 
" If It must fell, let vengeance fell on me. 
" Let him survive, his country*s name to raise, 
*' And in a guilty land to speak Thy praise ! 
*' O may th' indulgence of ?l father's love, 
** Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above ! 
** If these^BTe safe, I'll think my pray'rs succeed, 
^* And bless thy tender mercies, whilst I bleed," 

'Twas now the mournful eve before that day 
In which the queen to her full wrath g^ve way ; 
Thro' rigid justice, rush'd into offence. 
And drank in zeal the blood of innocence : 
The sun went down in clouds, and seem'd to mourn 
The sad necessity of his return ^ 
The hollow wind, and melancholy rain. 
Or did, or was imagin'd to complain: 
The tapers cast an inauspicious light 5 
Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 

Sweet innocence in chains can take her rest ; 
Soft slumber gently creeping through her breast. 
She sinks ; and in her sleep is re-inthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She views her fleets and armies, seas and land. 
And stretches wide her shadow of command : 
With royal purple is her vision hung 3 
By phantom hosts are shouts of conquest rung) 
Low at her feet the suppliant rival lies ; 
Our prisoner mourns her fate, and bids her rise. 

Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 
Glang'd on the hills, ^d westward cast the shade 1 



oa^ van(2ui8h'd love. * 55 

The busy trades in city had began 

To sound, and speak the painful life of man. 

In tyrants breasts the thoughts of vengeance rouze. 

And the fond bridegroom turns him to his spouse. 

At this first birth of light, while morning breaks. 

Our spouseless bride, our widow'd wife, awake. 

Awakes, and smiles ; nor night's imposture blames ; . 

Her real pompa were little more than dreams ; 

A short-liv'd blaze, a lightening quickly o'er. 

That dy'd in birth, that shone, and were no more : 

She turns her side, and soon resumes a state 

Of mind, well suited to her altered fate, 

Secene, though serious ; when dread tidings come 

(Ah wretched Guilford !) of her instant doom. 

Sun, hide thy beams; in clouds as black as night 

Thy face involve 3 be guiltless of the sight ; 

Or haste more swiftly to the western main ; 

Nor let her blood the conscious day-light stain ! 

Oh ! how severe ! to fall so new a bride. 
Yet blushing from the priest, in youthful pride ; 
When time had just matur'd each perfect grace. 
And open'd all the wonders of her face ! 
To leave her Guilforp dead to all relief. 
Fond of his woe, and obstinate in grief. 
Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 
(Vain promised blessings) vanish from her view ; 
No train of chearful days, endearing nights. 
No sweet domestic joys, and chaste delights ; 
Treasures that blossom e'en from doubts and fears ; 
And bliss and rapture rising out of cares: 

£4 
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No little Guilford^ with paternal grace, . 
LuU'd on her knee, or smiling in her facie ; 
Who, when her dearest father shall return. 
From pouring tears on her untimely urti. 
Might comfort to his silver hairs impart. 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 
As where fruits fall, quick-rising blossoms smile. 
And the bless'd Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain these various reasons jointly press. 
To blacken death, and heighten her distress; 
She, through th* encircling terrors, darts her sight 
To the bless'd regions of eternal light. 
And fills her soul with peace: To weeping friends 
VLtx father i and her lordy she recommends; 
Unmov'd herself: Her foes her air survey. 
And rage to see their malice thrown away. 
She soars ; now nought on earth detains her care— ~ 
But Guilford; who still struggles for his share. 
Still will his form importunately rise. 
Clog and retard her transport to the skies ; 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight. 
Now catch the brand with a returning light. 
Thus her soul onward from the seats above. 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love : 
At length she conquers in the doubtful field ; 
That Heav'n she seeks will be her Guilford's shield. 
Now death is welcome ; his approach is slow ; 
*Tis tedious longer to expect the blow. 

Oh ! mortals, short of sight, who think the past 
O'erblown misfortune still shall prove the last: 



01l> VA«fiUISH*l> LOVE, - 5t 

Alas ! tnisfortunes travel in a train^ 
And oft in life form one perpetual chain i 
Fear buries fear> and ills on ills attend^ 
■Till life and sorrow meet one common end. 

She thinks that she has nought but death to fear. 
And death is conquer'd. Worse than death is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete ; 
The news arrives of her great father's fate. 
She sees his hoary head, all white with age, 
A Victim to th' offended monarches rage. 
How great the mercy, had she breath'd her last. 
Ere the dire sentence on her father past ! 

A fonder parent nature never knew ; 
And as his age increased, his fondness grew. 
A parent's love ne'er better was bestow'd; 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflow'd. 
And can she from all weakness still refrain ? 
And still the firmness of her soul maintain ? 
Impossible ! a sigh will force its way ; 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
She sighs and weeps ! but so she weeps and sighs. 
As silent dews descend, and vapours rise. 

Celestial Patience ! how dost thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate ! 
While Passion takes his part, betrays our peace ; 
To death and torture swells each slight disgrace ; 
By not opposing, thou dost ills destroy. 
And wear thy conquer'd sorrows into joy. 

Now she revolves within her anxious mind. 
What woe still lingers in reserve behind. 
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Griefs rise on griefs^ and she can see no bounds 

While nature lasts^ and can receive a wound. 

The sword is drawn ; The queen to rage incUn'dj 

By mercy, nor by piety, confin'd. 

What mercy can the Zealot's heart assuage. 

Whose piety itself converts to rage ? 

She thought, and sigh'd. And now the blood began 

To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 

New sorrow dimmed the lustre of her eye. 

And on her cheek the fading roses die. 

Alas ! should Guilford too — When now she's brought 

To that dire view, th^t precipice of thought. 

While there she trembling stands, nor dares look down. 

Nor can recede, till heav'n*s decrees are known ; 

Cure of all ills, till now, her lord appears — 

But not to chear her heart, and dry her tears ! 

Not now, as usual, like the rising day. 

To chase the shadows, and the damps away : 

But, like a gloomy storm, at once to sweep 

And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 

Black were his robes, dejected was his air. 

His voice was frozen by his cold despair ; 

Slow, like a ghost, he mov*d with solemn pace ; 

A dying paleness sat upon his face. 

Back she recoil'd, she smote her lovely breast. 

Her eyes the anguish of her heart confess'd ; 

Struck to the soul, she staggef'd with the wound^ 

And sunk, a breathless image, to the ground. 

Thus the fair lily, when the sky's o'ercast^ 
At first but shudders in the feeble blast j 
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But when the winds and weighty rains descend. 
The faif and upright stem is forced to bend ; 
Till broke at length, its snowy leaves are shed. 
And (trew with dying sweets their native bed. 
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JlIeR Guilford clasps her, beautiful in deaths 
And with a kiss recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a bldsl expire, 
A lighted taper, touched, restoles the fire : 
She rear'd her swimming eye, ;iid saw the light. 
And Guilford too, or she had loathed the sight : 
Her/a/Aer stieath she bore, des[Hs'd her oiouy 
But now she must, she will, have leave to groan : 
Ah ! Guilford, she began, and would have spoke ; 
But sobs rush'd in, and ev'ry accent broke : 
Reason itself, as gusts of passion blew. 
Was ruffled in the tempest, and withdrew. 

So the youth lost his image in the well. 
When tears upon the yielding surface fell : 
The scattered features slid into decay, 
And spreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the soft affections, and controul 
The manly temper of the bravest soul. 
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What with afflicted beauty can compare. 
And drops of love distilling from the fair? 
It melts us down j; our pains delight bestow; 
And we with fondness languish o'er our woe. 

This Guilford prov'd ; and, with excess of paln^ 
And pleasure too, did to his bosom strain 
The weeping fair: Sunk deep in soft desire. 
Indulged his love, and nurs'd the raging fire : 
Then tore himself away; and, standing wide. 
As fearing a relapse of fondness, cry'd. 
With ill-dissembled grief; " My life, forbear ! 
'* You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear: 
•* Did you not chide my grief? Repress your own; 
" Nor want compassion for yourself Blone : 
*' Have you beheld, how, from the distant main, 
*' The thronging waves roll on, a numVous train, 
'' And foam, and bellow, till they reach the shore; 
" There burst their noisy pride, and are no more ? 
** Thus the successive flows of human race, 
^' Chas'd by the coming, the preceding, chase ; 
" They sound, and swell, their haughty heads they rear; 
*^ Then fall, and flatten, break, and disappear. 
** Life is a forfeit we must shortly pay ; 
** And Where's the mighty lucre of a day ? 
" Why should you mourn my fate ? 'Tis most unkind # 
" Your own you bore with an unshaken mind : 
" And which, can you imagine, was the dart 
** That drank most blood, sunk deepest in my heart ? 
** I cannot live without you ; and my doom 
** I meet with joy, to share one common tomb. — 
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Bm^db! jgiing inmrif h» jAdpt tm'M ; 
Tbt ixioie He fxamimrt!, ^le aoR die mamxfd z 
OoonpasuoD wn'Hf oar gnca ; ^monk soft sad kaad 
Bui »a& our veakacs, and cknivc die sundr 
Her wrraw &md m sbcztns ; nor Her^s ; 
Ulttkllat be bba d, lie rielded to los ( 
WhcTt aie tbc finnl» dr moir, ^idien die, so ble, 
Haii*d faim great pander of tbe regal stixe ; 
ll^itn orient gems axoood her temples bbz^d. 
And bendixig natioas gs the glonr gaz^d r 

Ttf now the 2mteni command, ASr bodi ictreat. 
To weep with digoi^, aod moom m stite: 
She £brms the dtccnt miseiy intfa jof. 

And loads with pomp the wretdi she ivoiild destfoj. 
A t|iackMif hall is hung widi bbd^; all fight 
Shut out^ and noon-day dadteo'd into n^fat. 

From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high. 

Like a dim crescent in a clouded sky : 

It dieds a qui/ring melancholy gloom^ 

Which only shews the darkness of the loom^ 

A shining axe is on the table laid ; 

A dreadful sight ! and glitters through the shade. 
In this sad scene the lovers are confin'd > 

A scene of terrors^ to a guilty mind 1 
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A scene, that would have damp'd with rising cares. 

And quite extinguished, every love but theirs. 

What can they do ? They fix their mournful eyes—* 

Then Guilford, thus abruptly; " I despise 

" An empire lost ; I flmg away the crown ; 

♦* Numbers have laid that bright delusion down ; 

** But Where's the Charles, or Dioclesian where, 

" Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping, fair ? 

" Oh ! to dwell fever on thy lip ! to stand 

*' In full possession of thy snowy hand I 

" And, thro' th* unclouded chrystal of thine eye, 

** The heavenly treasures of thy mind to spy ! 

" Till rapture reason happily destroys, 

" And my soul wanders through immortal joys ! 

" Give me the world, and ask me, where*s my bliss ? 

V I clasp thee to my breast, and answer. This. 

" And shall the grave'' — He groans, and can no more : 

But all her charms in silence traces o'er ; 

Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought ; 

And, wond'ring, sees, in sad presaging thought. 

From that fair neck, that world of beauty fall. 

And roll along the dust, a ghastly ball ! 

Oh I let those tremble j who are greatly bless'd I 
For who, but Guilford, could be thus distress'd? 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of state ; 
Nor think I call, your pleasures to destroy. 
But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not ; but, smiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the Brave or Fair. 
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Was ever such a mournful^ moving, sight? 
See> if you can, by that dull, trembling, light : 
Now they embrace ; and, mix'd with bitter wo^ 
Like Isis and her Thames^ one stream they flow; 
Now they start wide; fix'd in benumbing caie^ 
They stiffen into statues of despair : 
Now, tenderly severe, and fiercely kind. 
They rush at once ; they flmg their cares behind^ 
And clasp, as if to death ; new vows repeat ; 
And, quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate. 
A short delusion ! for the raging pain 
Returns ; and their poor hearts must bleed again. 

Mean time, the Queen new cruelty decreed; 
But, ill content that they only should bleed, 
A priest is sent ; who, with insidious art. 
Instills his poison into Suffolk's heart; 
And Guilford drank it : Hanging on the breasty 
He from his childhood was with Rome possest. 
When now the ministers of death draw nigh. 
And in her dearest lord she first must die. 
The subtle priest, who long had watch'd to find 
The most unguarded passes of her mind. 
Bespoke her thus: ** Grieve not; 'tis in your pow'r 
•* Your lord to rescue from this fatal hour." 
Her bosom pants ; she draws her breath with pain ; 
A sudden horror thrills through every vein ; 
Life seems suspended, on his words intent ; 
And her soul trembles for the great event. 

ITie prieft proceeds : " Embrace the faith of Borne, 
" And ward your own, your lord's and father's doom/' 
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Ye blessed spirits 1 now your charge sustain; 
The past was ease ; novrjirst fhe suffers pain. 
Must she pronounce hbr father's death? miistahe 
Bid GuiLFoan bleed ?^It must not, cibmotbe^ 
It cannot be ! But 'tis the Christian's praise^ 
Above impossibilities to raise 
The weakness of our nature; and deride 
Of vain philosophy Ihe boasted pride. 
What though; our feeble sinews scarce impart 
A moment's swifbesa to the feather'd dart ; 
Though tinted air. our vigVous^ou^A can bieal^ 
And a chill blatft the hardy warrior shake. 
Yet are we strong : Hear the loud tempest roar 
From east to west;» $nd call us weak no more ; 
The lig|it,^miig's unresisted force proclaims 
Our might ; and thunders raise our humble names; 
Tis our Jsoov AH fills the heav'ns ; as long 
A$ He shall reign Almighty, We are strong : 
We, by devotion, borrow from hig throne ; 
And almost make Omnipotence our own : 
We force the gates of heav'n, by fervent prayV; 
And call forth triumph out of ma^z's despair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 
And bleeding heart, in silence to the skies. 
Devoutly sad — ^Then, bright'ning, like the day. 
When sudden winds sweep scattered clouds away. 
Shining in majesty, till now imknowQ, 
And breathing life and spirit scarce her own i 
She, rising, spe^ ; " 1/ these the term s ■ ■ " 

VOJt. I. P 
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Here, Guilford^ crael Guilford, (barbVous 

man! 
Is this thy love?) as swift as lightening ran ; 
O'erwhelm'd her with tempestuous sorrow fiaught. 
And stifled, in its birth, the mighty thought ^ 
Then bursting fresh into a flood of tears. 
Fierce, resolute, delirious with his fears ; 
His fears for her alone : He beat his breast. 
And thus the fervour of his soul exprest: 
" O ! let thy thought o*er our past converse rove, 
^' And shew one moment uninflam'd with love ! 
'^ Oh ! if thy kindness can no longer last, 
" In pity to thyself, forget the past ! 
" Else wilt thou never, void of shame and fear, 
^' Pronounce his doom, whom thou hast held so 

dear : 
*' Thou who hast took me to thy arms, and swore 
** Empires were vile; and Fate could give no more ; 
** That to continue, was its utmost powV, 
" And make the future like the present hour. 
*' Now call a ruffian j bid his cruel sword 
*^ Lay wide the bosom of thy worthless lord ; 
" Transfix his heart (since you its love disclaim), 
" And stain his honour with a Traitor's name. 
** This might perhaps be borne without remorse ; 
" But sure ^ father's pangs will have their force ! 
" Shall his good age, so near its journey's end, 
^ Through cruel torment to the grave descend ? 
'' His shallow blood all issue at a wound, 
'^ Wash a slave's feet, and smoak upon the ground ? 
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•* But he to you has ever been severe j 

" Tlien take your vengeance" — Suffolk now drew 

near; 
Bending beneath the burden of his care ; 
His robes neglected, and his head was bare ; 
Decrepid winter, in the yearly ring. 
Thus slowly creeps, to meet the blooming spring : 
Downward he cast a melancholy look ; 
Thrice tum'd, to hide his grief; then faintly spoke^ 
" Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 
** That axe can only rob me of a day; 
" For thee, my soul's desire ! I can't refrain ; 
*' And shaU my tears, my last tears, flow in vain ? 
*^ Mlien you shall know a mother's tender name, 
** My heart's distress no longer will you blame/' 
At this, a&r his bursting groans were heard : 
The tears ran trickling down his silver beard ; 
He snatch'd her hand, which to his lips he prest. 
And bid her plant a dagger in his breast ; 
Then sinking, call'd her piety unjust. 
And soil'd his hoary temples in the dust. 

Hard-hearted men ! will you no mercy know? 
Has the Queen brib'd you to distress her foe ? 
O weak deserters to misfortune's part. 
By false affection thus to pierce her heart ! 
When she had soar'd, to let your arrows fly. 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle sky ! 
And can her virtue, springing from the ground. 
Her flight recover, and disdain the wound. 
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When cleaving love, and human interest, bind 
The broken force of her aspiring mind ; 
As round the gen'rous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her strength, the serpent wreaths his train. 
Her struggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois'nous tail, and stings her as she flies ! 

While yet the blow's first dreadful weight she feels» 
And with its force her resolution reels ; 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful sound. 
To view discover, weltVing on the ground. 
Three headless trunks, of those whose arms maintatn'd. 
And in her wars immortal glory gain'd : 
The lifted axe assured her ready doom. 
And silent mourners sadden'd all the room. 
Shall I proceed; or here break off my tale; 
Nor truths, to stagger human faith, reveal ? 

She met this utmost malice of her fate 
With Christian dignity, and pious state : 
The beating storm's propitious rage she blest. 
And all the martyr triumphed in her breast : 
Her lord zx\^ father ^ for a moment's space. 
She strictly folded in her soft embrace ! 
Then thus she spoke, while angels heard on high. 
And sudden gladness smil'd along the sky : 

" Your over-fondness has not mov'd my hate ; 
" I am well pleas'd you make my death so great ; 
" I joy I cannot save you ; and have giv'n 
" Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav'a. 
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" If SO the queen decrees * : — But I have cause 
*' To hope my blood will satisfy the laws ; 
" And there is mercy still, for you in store: 
" With me the bitterness of death is o'er. 
" He shot his sting in that farewell-embrace ; 
" And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 
" Then let mistaken sorrow be supprest, 
** Nor seem to envy my approaching rest." 
Tlien, turning to the ministers of fate. 
She, smiling, says, ** My victory complete : 
" And tell your 2ueen, I thank her for the blow, 
** And grieve my gratitude I cannot show : 
" A poor return I leave in England's crown, 
** For everlasting pleasure, and renown : 
" Her guilt alone allays this happy hour ; 
" Her guilt, — the only vengeance in her powV." 

Not Rome, untouched with sorrow, heard her fete ; 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 

• Here she embraces them. 
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X HESE Satires have been favourably received at home and 
abroad. I am not conscious of the least malevolence to any 
particular person through all the characters; though somepei- 
sons may be so selfish, as to engross a general application to 
themselves. A writer in polite letters should be content with 
reputation ; the private amusement he finds in his compositions; 
the good influence they have on his severer studies ; that ad- 
mission they give him to his superiors ; and the possible good 
effect they may have on the public ; or else he should join to 
his politeness some more lucrative qualification. 

But it is possible, that Satire may not do much good : Men 
may rise in their affections to their follies, as they do to their 
friends, when they are abused by others : It is much to be 
Jearedf that misconduct will never be chased out of the world 
by Satire ; all therefore that is to be said for it, is, that mis- 
conduct will certainly be never chased out of the world by 
Satire, if no Satires are written : Nor is that term unapplicable 
to graver compositions, Ethics^ Heathen and Christian, and 
the Scriptures themselves, arc, in a great measure, a Satire 
oa the weakness and iniquity of men ; and some part of that 
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Satire is in verse too: Nay, in the first Ages, Philosophy and 
Poetry were the same thing; wisdom wore no other dress : So 
that, I hope, these Satires will be the more easily pardoned 
that misfoitune by the severe. Nay, Historians themselves 
may be considered as Satirists, and Satirists most severe; since 
such are most human actions, that to relate^ is to expose 
them. 

No man can converse much in the world, but, at what he 
meets with, he must either be insensible, or grieve, or be angrry, 
or smile. Some passion (if we are not impassive) must be 
moved ; for the general conduct of mankind is by no means a 
thing indifferent to a reasonable and virtuous man. Now to 
smile at it, and turn it into ridicule, I think most eligible ; as it 
hurts ourselves least, and gives vice and folly the greatest of- 
fence : And that for this reason ; because what men aim at by 
them, is, generally, public opinion and esteem ; which truth is 
the subject of the following Satires; and joins them together, 
as several branches from the same root : An unity of design, 
which has not, I think, in a set of satires, been attempted be- 
fore. 

Laughing at the misconduct of the world, will, in a great 
measure, ease us of any more disagreeable passion about it. 
One passion is more cflFcctually driven out by another, than by 
reason ; whatever some may teach : For to reason we owe our 
passions: Had we not reason, we should not be offended at 
what we find amiss : And the Cause seems not to be the natural 
cure of any Effect. 

Moreover, Laughing Satire bids the fairest for success: 
The world is too proud to be fond of a serious tutor ; and when 
an Author is in a passion, the laugh, generally, as in conver- 
sation, turns against him. This kind of Satire only has any de- 
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IkacjrJn it. Of this delicacy Horace is the best master: He 
appears in good humour while he censures; and therefore hit 
censure has the more weight, as supposed to proceed from judg- 
ment, not from passion. Juvenal is ever in a passion: He 
has little valuable but his eloquence and morality: The last of 
which I have had in my eye; but rather for emulation, than imi- 
tation, through my whole work. 

But though I comparatively condemn Juvenal^ in part of 
the sixth Satire (where the occasion most required it), I endea- 
voured to touch on his manner ; but was forced to quit it soon 
as disagreeable to the writer, and reader too. BoUeau has join* 
ed both the Roman Satirists with great success ; but has too 
much o( Juvenal in his very serious Satire on Woman, which 
should have been the gayest of all. 

An excellent critic of our own commends Baileau^s close- 
ness, or, as he calls it, Pressness, particularly; whereas, it 
appears to me, that repetition is his £iult, if any fault should 
be imputed to him. 

There are some prose Satirists of the greatest delicacy and 
wit ; the last of which can never, or should never, succeed with- 
out the former. An Author without it, betrays too great a 
contempt for mankind, and opinion of himself; which are bad 
advocates for reputation and success. What a difierence is there 
between the Merits if not the Wit^ of Cervantes and Rabe- 
lais ? The last has a particular art of throwing a great deal of 
genius and learning into frolic and jest ; but the genius and the 
scholar is all you can admire ; you want the gentleman to con- 
verse with in him : he is like a criminal who receives his life for 
some services; you commend, but you pardon too. Indecency 
offends our pride, as men ; and our unaffected taste, as judges 
of composition: Nature has wisely formed us with an aversion 
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Such witi> lil^ £dse oiades of old (which were wits a94. 
cheats) » should set up for reputation among the wcufk^ in soimp 
Bmotia^ which was the land of oracles ; for the wise will bold, 
them in contempt. Some wits, too, like oracles, deal in ambi^, 
gutties; but not with equal success : For though ambiguities, 
aire the ^r^/ excellence of an impostor, they are the last of a 
wit. 

Some sf^tirical wits and humourists, like their father Lucian^ 
^jOgh at every thmg indiscriminately ; which betrays such a 
j^yerty pf wit, as cannot afford tq part with any thing ; and, 
such a want of virtue, as to postpone it to a jest. Such writers^ 
encourage vice and folly, which they pretend to combat, by 
setting them on an equal, foot with better things : And while 
tjl^ey labour to bring every thing into contempt, how can they 
fxpec^ their Qyfn ^arts should escape ? Some French writers^ 
particularly, are guilty of this in matters of the last consequence ; 
' and some of our own. They that are for lessening the true 
dignity of mankind, are not sure of being successful, but with 
regard to one individual in it. It is this condMCt that justly 
^laJl^es a Wit a term of reproach. 

Which putsmp in mini of Platd^s fable pf the birth of Love ; 
one of the prettiest fables of all antiquity ; which will hold 
likewise with regard to modern Poetry. Love^ says he. Is the 
^on of the goddess Poverty^ and the god of Riches: He has 
ftffOk^ bis father his daring genius ; his elevation of thought ; 
)}is bui|ding castles in the air ; his prodigality ; his neglect of 
^ings seripus sind useful ; his vain opinion of his own nierit ; and 
^18 afiPectation of preference and distinction : From his mother 

iJl -Bcj » 'I '.i. I. • ■" 1 , . . j' . .'. ' ! ! ■■' : ...; ' ...'•■■ • ..... '^ 
• Val. Max. 
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he inherits his indigence, which makes him a constant beggar 
of £ivours : that importunity with which he begs ; his flattery . 
his servility ; his fear of being despised, which is inseparable 
from him. This addition may be made ; viz. That Poetry , 
like JjwCf is a little subject to blindness^ which makes her mis- 
take her way to preferments and honours ; that she has her sa- 
tirical qtdver : and, lastly, that she retains a dutiful admiration 
of her father* % £unily ; but divides her favours, and generally 
lives with her mother's relations. 

However, thb is not necessity but choice : Were Wisdom 
her governess, she might have much more of the father than the 
mother ; especially in such an age as this, which shews a due 
passion for her charms. 



SATIRE I. 

TO HIS ORACS 

THE DUKE OF DORSET. 



»*— Tanto major Famas aids est^ quam 

VirtutU. Jut. Sal. 10. 



JVIy verse is Satire; Dorset, lend your ear. 

And patronize a muse you cannot fear. 

To poets sacred is a Dorset's name : 

Their wonted passport through the gates of feme : 

It bribes the partial reader into praise. 

And throws a glory round the sheltered lays : 

The dazzled judgment fewer faults can see. 

And gives applause to B e, or to me. 

But you decline the mistress we pursue ; 
Others are fond of Fame^ but Fame of you. 

Instructive Satire, true to virtue's cause ! 
Thou shining supplement of public laws ! 
Vfhtn flattered crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our silence, and demand our rage ; 
When purchased follies^ from each distant land. 
Like arts, improve in Britain's skilful hand ; 
When the Law shews her teeth, but dares not bite. 
And 'South-sea treasures are not brought to light \ 
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When Churchmen Scripture for the Classics quit. 
Polite apostates from God's Grace to Wit ; 
When men grow great from their revenue spent^ 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 
When dying sinners, to blot out their score. 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore i 
To chafe our spleen, when themes like these increase. 
Shall Panegyric reign, and Censure cease ? 

Shall Poesy ^ like Law^ turn wrong to right. 
And dedications wash an JEthiop white. 
Set up each senseless wretch for nature's boast. 
On whom praise shines, as trophies on a post f 
Shall funVal eloquence her colours spread. 
And scatter roses on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors smile on such illustrious days. 
And satirise with nothing — but their praise ? 

Why slumbers Popb, who leads the tuneful train. 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain ? 
Donne, Dorset, Drtden, Rochester, are dead. 
And guilt's chief foe, in Addison, is fled ; 
Conor EVE, who, crown'd with laurels, fairly won. 
Sits smiling at the goal, while others run. 
He will not write ; and (more provoking still !) 
Ye gods! he will not write, and MiEVius will. 

Doubly distrest, what author shall we find 
Discreetly daring, and severely kind. 
The courtly * jRoman's shining path to tread. 
And sharply smiie prevailing folly dead? 
• ■ ■ ■ • ■ ■ y 

* Horace. 
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^11 no superior genius snatch the quill. 
And save me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 
Tho* vain the strife, I'll strive my voice to raise. 
What will not men attempt for sacred praise ? 

The Love of Praise^ howe'er conceaFd by art. 
Reigns, more or less, and glows, in ev'ry heart : 
The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure ; 
The modest shun it, but to make it sure. 
O'er globes, and sceptres, now on thrones it swells : 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college cells : 
Tis Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads. 
Harangues in Senates, squeaks in Masquerades. 

Here, to S ^'s humour makes a bold pretence; 

There, bolder, aims at P — y's eloquence. 
It aids the dancer*^ heel, the writer's head. 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead 5 
Nor ends with life ; but nods in sable plumes. 
Adorns our hearse, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud? The pimp is proud to see 
So many like himself in high degree : 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peevish virtue, and the marriage-bed ; 
And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims bom 
To slaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent. 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they look, another way they steer, 
rray to the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 
And when their sins they set sincerely down. 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 

VOL. I. o 
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Others with wishful eyes on glory look. 
When they have got their picture towVds a bode 5 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy sign. 
Meant to betray dull sots to wretched wine. 

If at his title T had dropt his quill, 

T might have passed for a great genius still. 

But T alas ! (excuse him, if you can) 

Is now a scribblery who was once a man. 
Imperious some a classic /am^ demand. 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon-load of meanings for one word. 
While A's deposed, and B with pomp restored. 

Some, for renown, on scraps of learning doat. 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patch-work leam'd quotations are ally'd; 
Both strive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glass how witty is a noble peer ! 
Did ever diamond cost a man so dear ? 

Polite diseases make some idiots vain 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of foUy, vice, disease, men proud we see ; 
And (stranger still !) of blockheads* flattery; 
Whose praise defames ; as if a fool should mean. 
By spitting on your face, to make it clean. 

Nor is*t enough all hearts are swoln with pride. 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can she not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonsus his Creator blame ? 
Empedolces hurFd down the burning steep : 
And (stronger still !) made Alexander weep. 
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Nay» it holds Delia from a second bed, 

Tho' her lov'd lord has four half months been dead. 

This passion with a pimple have I seen 
Retard a cause^ and give a judge the spleen. 
By this mspir'd (O ne*er to be forgot !) 
Some lords have leam'd to spell, and some to knot. 
It makes Globose a speaker in the house ; 
He heros^ and is delivered of his mouse. 
It makes dear self on well-bred tongues prevail 
And / the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Love of Fame, what throngs pour in. 
Unpeople court, and leave the senate thin ! 
My growing subject seems but just begun. 
And chariot-like, I Idndle as I run. 

Aid me, great Homer ! with thy epic rules. 
To take a catalogue of British fools. 
Satire ! had I thy Dorset's force divine, 
A knave or fool should perish in each line ; 
Tho* for the first all Westminster should plead. 
And for the laft, all Gresham intercede. 

Begin, Who first the catalogue shall grace ? 
To quality belongs the highest place. 
My lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril, give him room: 
He stands for fame on his forefathers' feet. 
By heraldry prov'd valiant or discreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three descents less wise 1 
If virtues at his noble. hands you crave. 
You bid him raise his faithers from the grave. 
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Men should press forward in fame's glorious chace ^ 
Nobles look backward^ and so lose the rac^. 

Let high birth triumph ! What can be more great ? 
Nothing — but merit in a low estate. 
To virtue's humblest son let none prefer 
Vice, though descended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like^^ttr^^, pass for high, or base. 
Slight, or important, only by their place? 
Titles are marks of honest men, and zvisei 
The fool, or knave, that wears a title, fyes. 
They that on glorious ancestors enlarge. 
Produce their debt, instead of their discharge. 
Dorset, let those who proudly boast their line. 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, shine. 

Vain as false greatness is, the muse must own 

We want not fools to buy that Bristol stone ^ 

Mean sons of earth, who, on a South-sea tide 

Of full success, swarm into wealth ^nd pride; 

Knock with a purse of gold at Anstis' gate. 

And beg to be descended from the great. 
When men of infamy to grandeur soar. 

They light a torch to shew their shame the more. 

Those governments which curb not evils, cause I 

And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. 
Bel us with soXid glory will be crown'd; 

He buys no phantom, no vain empty sound; 

But builds himself a name; and to be great. 

Sinks in a quarry an immense estate ! 

In cost and grandeur, C dos he'll out-do ; 

And, JB— / — tofiy thy taste is not so true. 



SAT. I. THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 85 

The pile is finished; evTy toil is past; 

And full perfection is arriv'd at last; 

When^ lo ! my lord to some small corner nins^ 

And leaves state-rooms to strangers and to duns. 

The man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay. 
Provides a home from which to run away. 
In Britain, what is many a lordly seat. 
But a discharge in full for an estate ? 

In smaller compass lies Pygmalion's hme; 
Not domes, but antique statues, are his flame: 
Not F—t — n's self more Parian charms has known; 
Nor is good P — b — ke more in love with stone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men profanely bold !) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
** No, sirs," he cries ; I'll sooner rot in jail ; 
" Shall Grecian arts be trucked for English bail?" 
Such heads might make their very bustd's laugh : 
His daughter starves; but * Cleopatra's safe. 

Men, overloaded with a large estate. 
May spill their treasure in a nice conceit : 
The rich may be polite ; but, oh ! 'tis sad 
To say you're curious when we swear you're mad* 
hy your revenue measure your expence ; 
And to your funds and acres join your sense. 
No man is bless'd by accident or guess ; 
True wisdom is the price of happiness : 
Yet few without long discipline are sage ; 
And our youth only lays up sighs for age. 



* A famous statue. 
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But how, my muse, canst thou resist so long 
The bright temptation of the Courtly throng. 
Thy most inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for satire ; — it abounds in lords. 
** What lords are those saluting with a grin ?" 
One is just outy and one as lately in. 
" How comes it then to pass we see preside 
'* On both their brows an equal share of pride ? 
Pride, that impartial passion, reigns through all. 
Attends our glory, nor deserts our fall. 
As in its home it triumphs in high place. 
And frowns a haughty exile in disgrace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands so white. 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their ravish'd sight: 
Some lords it bids resigns and turn their wands. 
Like MosES^ into serpents in their hands. 
These sink, as divers, for renown 5 and boast. 
With pride inverted, of their honours lost. 
But against reason sure 'tis equal sin, , 

To boast of merely being out or in. 

What numbers here, through odd ambition strive. 
To seem the most transported things alive ! 
As if hy joy y desert was understood; 
And all the fortunate were wise and good. 
Hence aching bosoms wear a visage gay. 
And stifled groans frequent the ball and play. 
Completely drest by *Monteuil, and grimace, 
TTiey take their birth-day suit, and public face : 

* A famous Taylor. 



Put off at night, with Lady B 's hair. 

What bodily fatigue is half so bad ? 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. 

What numbers, herey would into fame advance 
Conscious of merit, in the coxcomb^s dance ; 
The tavern ! park ! assembly ! mask ! and play ! 
Those dear destroyers of the tedious day ! 
That wheel of fops ! that saunter of the town ! 
Call it diversion, and the pill goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and, stoicAike, support. 
Without one sigh, the pleasures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the wise and good. 
But scorn of pomp, and love of solitude. 
High stations tumult, but not bliss, create : 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great: 
Fools gaze, and envy; envy darts a sting. 
Which makes a swain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and show ; 
I envy none the gilding of there woe. 
Give me, indulgent Gods! with mind serene. 
And guiltless heart, to range the sylvan scene; 
No splendid poverty, no smiling care. 
No well-bred hate, or servile grandeur, there: 
There pleasing objects useful thoughts suggest ; 
The sense is ravished, and the soul is blest; 
On every thorn delightful wisdom grows; 
In every rill a sweet instruction flows. 
But some, untaught, o'erhear the whisp'ring rill, 
In spite of sacred leisure, blockheads still; 
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Nor shoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native soil, the drawing-room. 
^ The Squire is proud to see his coursers strain. 
Or well-breath'd beagles sweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hippolitus (whose drink is ale. 
Whose erudition is a Chrismas-tBle, 
Whose mistress is saluted with a smack. 
And friend received with thumps upon his back) 
When thy sleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound. 
And Ring WOOD opens on the tainted ground. 
Is that thy praise? Let Ring wood's fame alone; 
Just Ring WOOD leaves each animal his own ; 
Nor envies, when a gypseyyou commit. 
And shake the clumsy bench with country wit ; 
When you the dullest of dull things have said. 
And then ask pardon for the jest you made. 

Here breathe, my muse! and then thy task re- 
new: 
Ten thousand fools unsung are still in view. 
Fewer lay-atheists made by church debates; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large estates; 
Ladies, whose love is constant as the wind ; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave lords, to Scr — pe discreetly bend; 
And fewer shocks a statesman gives his/riend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vem. 
Who lulls the town in winter with his strain. 
At Bath, in summer^ chants the reigning lass. 
And sweetly whistles, as the waters pass ? 
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Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup. 
That runs for ages without winding up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to feme ? 
Such, and such only, might exhaust my theme: 
Nor would these heroes of the task be glad; 
For who can write so fast as men run mad? 
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SATIRE II. 



IVJLy muse, proceed, and reach thy destined end ; 

Though toils and danger the bold task attend. 

Heroes and Gods make other poems fine ; 

Plain Satire calls for sense in every line : 

Then, to what swarms thy faults I dare expose ! 

All friends to vice znd folh/ are thy foes. 

When such the foe, a war eternal wage ; 

Tis most ill-nature to repress thy rage. 

And if these strains some nobler muse excite, 

I'll glory in the verse I did not write. 

So weak are human kind by nature made. 
Or to such weakness by their vice betray'd. 
Almighty vanity ! to thee they owe 
Their zest of pleasure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the sun, all colours dost contain. 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 
For every soul finds reasons to be proud, 
Tho' hiss'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in pursuit of foxes, and renown, 
•HippoLiTUs demands the sylvan crown; 
But Florio's fame, the product of a shower. 
Grows in his garden, an illustrious flower ! 

* This refers to the first Satire. 
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Why teems the earth? Why melt the vernal skies ? 
Why shines the sun ? To make * Paul Diack rise. 
From mom to night has Florio gazing stood^ 
And wonder'd how the gods could be so good ; 
What 4hape ! What hue ! Was ever nymph so fiiirl 
He doats ! he dies ! he too is rooted there. 
O aolid bliss ! which nothing can destroy^ 
Except a cat, bird, snail, or idle boy. 
'1m fame's full bloom lies Florio down at nighty 
And wakes next day a most inglorious wight ; 
The tulip's dead I See thy fair sister^s fate^ 

O C ! and be kind ere 'tis too late* 

Nor are those enemies I mention'd> all; 
Bew^re^ O Florist, thy ambition's fall. 
A-jfriend of mine indulged this noble flame ; 
aA Quaker serv'd him, Adam was his name; 
[SpCobe lov'd tulip oft the master went» 

; o*er it, and whole days in rapture spent ; 
t-ttme, and mist it, one ill-feted hour: 
|j9g'd 1 he roar'd ! " What daemon cropt my flow'r?** 

ac, quoth Adam, " Lo ! 'twas crusht by me ; 
fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dst thy knee.** 
^'Bat all men want amusement i and what crime 
^ foch a paradise to fool their time ? 

i'! but why proud of this ? To fame they soar ; 
Tc grant theyWe idle^ if they'll ask no more. 
We smile at Florists, we despise their joy. 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy : 




* The name of a tulip. 
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But are those ^iser whom we most admire. 

Survey with envy, and pursue with fire ? 

What's he who sighs for wealth, or feme, or pow'r? 

Another Florio doating on a flower; 

A short-liv'd flower ; and which has often sprung 

From sordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus ! is thy fancy smit ? 
The Jlow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy shelves with crimson bindings glow. 
And Epictetus is a perfect beau. 
How fit for thee ! bound up in crimson too. 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ! 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That science should be purchased by the yard ; 

And T N, turn'd upholsterer, send home 

The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to some peculiar end designed. 
Study's the specious trifling of the mind s 
Or IS at best a secondary aim, 
A chace for sport alone, and not for game. 
If so, sure they who the mere volume prize. 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent. 
But found at length that it reduc'd his rent; 
His farms were flown ; when, lo ! a sale comes on, 
A choice collection ! what is to be done ? 
He sells his last s for he the whole will buy ; 
Sells ev'n his house ; nay, wants whereon to lie : 
So high the gen'rous ardour of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran 
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AVhen terms were drawn, and brought him by the clerk, 
Lorenzo sign'd the bargain — with his mark. 
Unlearned men of books assume the care. 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his authors' liveries alone 
Is CoDRUs' erudite ambition shown : 
Editions various, at high prices bought. 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought i 
And to this cost another must succeed 
To pay a sage, who says that he can read; 
Who titles knows, and indexes has seen ; 

But leaves to what lies between ; 

Of pompous books who shuns the proud expence. 
And humbly is contented with their sense. 

O y whose accomplishments make good 

The promise of a long-illustrious blood. 
In arts and manners eminently grac'd. 
The strictest honour ! and the finest taste ! 
Accept this verse; if Satire can agree 
"With so consummate an humanity. 

By your example would Hilario mend. 
How would it grace the talents of my friend. 
Who, with the charms of his own genius smit. 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit ! 
But time his fervent petulance may cool ; 
For though he is a toity he is no fool. 
In time he'll learn to use^ not waste his sense ; 
Nor make 2i frailty of an excellence. 
He spares nor friend, nor foe ; but calls to mind, 
like doofiCs^y^ aU the faults of all mankm4. 
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What though wit tickles ? tkkling is unsafe. 
If still \is pailful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being smart. 
Would leave a sting within a brother's heart i 

Parts may be prais'd, good-nature is adored ; 
Then draw your wit as seldom as your swords 
And never on the weak; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 
As in smooth oil the razor best is whet. 
So wit is hy politeness sharpest set : 
Their want of edge from their offence is seen ; 
Both pain us least when exquisitely keen. 
TYit fame men give is for the joy they find 5 
Dull is the jester, when the joke's unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtless, thinks himself a wit. 
To pay my compliment, what place so fit? 
His most facetious * letters came to hand. 
Which my First Satire sweetly reprimand : 
If that ?LJust offence to Marcus gave. 
Say, Marcus, which art thou, a Fool, or Knave f 
For all but such with caution I forbore ; 
That thou wast either, I ne'er knew before : 
I know thee now, both what thou art, and who s 
No mask so good, but Marcus must shine through : 
False names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 
Thy best concealment had been writing well: 
But thou a brave neglect of fame hast shown. 
Of others* fame, great genius! and thy mvn. 

* Letters sent to the author, signed Marcus. 
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Write on Tmbeeded ; and this maxim know» 
The man who pardons^ disappoints his fee. 

In mifice to pnud wits, some proudly lull 
Their peevish reason ; xmin of being dull ; 
When some home jolce has stung their solemn souIs» 
In vengeance they determine to be^^i!r i 
Through spleen^ that little nature gave^ make kss^ 
Quite zealous in the way of heauiTiess s 
To lumps inanimate a fondness take; 
And disinherit sons that are awake. 
These, when their utmost venom they would spit. 
Most barbarously tell you — ^ He*s a wit.'* 
Poor negroes, thus, to shew their burning spite 
To cacodemons, say, they're dev^Hsh white. 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breast. 
Sighs o'er one child ; but triumphs in the rest. 
How just his grief! one carries in his head 
A less proportion of the father's lead ; 
And is in danger, without special grace. 
To rise above a justice of the peace. 
The dunghill-breed of men a diamond scorn. 
And feel a passion for a grain of com; 
Some stupid, plodding, money-loving wight. 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white. 
Who with much pains, exerting all his sense. 
Can range aright his shillings, pounds, and pence. 

The booby fether craves a booby son; 
And by Heav'n's blessing thinks himself i/;i(fone. 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea; 
One learns to lisp-, another not to see ; 
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Miss D , tottering, catches at your hand : 

Was ever thing so pretty born to stand ? 

Whilst these, what nature gave, disown, through pride. 

Others affect what nature has deny'd ; 

What nature has deny'd, fools will pursue^ ♦ 

As apes are ever walking upon two. 

Crassus, a grateful szgCj our awe and sport ! 
Supports grave forms ; for forms the sage support. 
He hems ; and cries, with an important air, 
" If yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair:" 
Then quotes the Stagyrite^ to prove it true ; 
And adds, " The leam'd delight in something new.^ 
Is't not enough the blockhead scarce can read. 
But muft he ivisely look, and gravely plead ? 
As far ?i formalist from wisdom sits. 
In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 

These subtle wights (so blind are mortal men. 
Though Satire couch them with her keenest pen) 
For ever will hang out a solemn face. 
To put off nonsense with a better grace : 
As pedlars with some hero's head make bold. 
Illustrious mark ! where pins are to be sold. 
What's the bent brow, or neck in thought recUn'd ? 
The bodys wisdom to conceal the mind. 
A man of sense can artifice disdain 5 
As men of wealth may venture to go plains 
And by this truth eternal ne'er forgot. 
Solemnity^ a cover for a sot. 
I find the /(?(?/, when I behold the skreen\ 
For 'tis the wise man's interest to be seen. 
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Hence, , that openness of heart. 

And just disdain for that poor mimic art ; 
Hence (manly praise !) that manner nobly free. 
Which all admire, and I commend, in thee. 

With generous scorn how oft hast thou survey 'd 
Of court and town the noontide masquerade ; 
Where swarms of knaves the vizor quite disgrace. 
And hide secure behind a naked face? 
Where nature's end of language is declined. 
And men talk only to conceal the mind^ 
Where gen'rous hearts the greatest hazard run. 
And he who trusts a brother^ is undone ? 

These all their care expend on outward show 
For wealth and fame ; for fame alone, the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello seen ! 
How blank his look ! how discompos'd his mien I 
So hard*it proves in grief sincere to feign ! 
Sunk were his spirits ; for his coat was plain. 

Next day his breast regained its wonted peace ; 
His health was mended with a silver lace, 
A curious artist, long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler sort, with combs, and fragrant oils. 
Whether by chance, or by some god inspir'd. 
So touch'd his curls, his mighty soul was fir'd. 
The well-swoln ties an equal homage claim. 
And either shoulder has its share of fame ; 
His sumptuous watch-case, tho' conceaFd it lies, 
like a good conscience, solid joy supplies. 
He only thinks himself (so far from vain 1) 
St PE in wit, in breeding D — l — e. 

VOL. I. H 
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Whene'er, by seeming chance, he throws his eye 

On mirrors that reflect his Tyrian dye. 

With how sublime a transport leaps his heart 1 

But fate ordains that dearest friends must part. 

In aftive measures, brought from France^ he wheels. 

And triumphs, conscious of his learned heels. 

So have I seen, on some bright summer's day, 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay. 
Dance on the bank, as if inspir'd by fame. 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the stream. 

Morose is sunk with shame, whene'er surprised 
In linen clean, or peruke undisguised. 
No sublunary chance his vestments fear ; 
Valu'd, like leopards, as their spots appear. 
A fam'd surtout he wears, which once was blue. 
And his foot swims in a capacious shoe; 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim?) 
Leveird her barb'rous needle at his fame : 
But open force was vain; by night she went. 
And, while he slept, surprised the darling rent: 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt ; 
And glory ^ at one entrance^ quite shut out*. 

He scorns Florello, and Florello him; 
This hates ^^ filthy creature ; that, the prim : 
Thus, in each other, both these fools despise 
Their own dear selves, with undisceming eyes : 
Their methods various, but alike their aim ; 
The sloven and the /opting are the same. 

* Milton. 
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Ye whigs and tones ! thus it fares with you, 
IHien party-rage too warmly you pursue 5 
Then both club nonsense, and impetuous pride^ 
And folly pins whom sentiments divide. 
You vent your spleen, as monkeys, when they pass. 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glass; 
While both are one : and henceforth be it known. 
Fools of both sides shall stand for fools alone. 

** But who art Thou ?" methinks Florello 
cries; 
*V Of all thy species art Thou only wise?" 
Since smallest things can give our sins a twitch. 
As- crossing straws retard a passing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor shalt be; 
I'll conjure thus some profit out of thee. 
O THOU myself! abroad our counsels roam. 
And, like ill husbands, take no care at home : 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart. 
And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wise means to gain it hast thou chosq ? 
Knovrjfame ^nd fortune both are made of prose. 
Is thy ambition sweating for a rhyme. 
Thou unambitious fool, at this late time ? 
While I a moment name, a moment's past ; 
I'm nearer death in this verse, than the last : 
What then is to be done ? Be wise with speed; 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what so foolish as the chance of fame ? 
How vain the prize ! how impotent our aim 1 

H 2 
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For what are men who grasp at praise sublime. 
But bubbles on the rapid stream of time. 
That rise, and fall, that swell, and are no more. 
Bom, and forgot, ten thousand in an hour? 
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SATIRE III. 



TO THE 

RIGHT HON. MR. DODINGTON. 



J^NG^ DoDiNGTON, in debt, I long have sought 

To ease the burden of my grateful thought; 

And now a poet's gratitude you see ; 

Orant him two favours, and he'll ask for three: 

For whose the present glory, or the gain ? 

You give protection, I a worthless strain. 

You love and feel the poet's sacred flame. 

And know the basis of a solid fame ; 

Tho* prone to like, yet cautious to commend. 

You read with all the malice of a friend i 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone. 

But, more to raise my verse, conceal your own. 

An ill-tim'd modesty ! turn ages o'er. 
When wanted Britain bright examples more? 
Her learnings and her genius too, decays. 
And dark and cold are her declining days ; 
As if men now were of another cast. 
They meanly live on alms of ages past. 
Men still are men; and they who boldly dare. 
Shall triumph o'er the sons of cold despair ; 

hS 
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Or, if they fei], they justly still take place 
Of such who run in debt for their disgrace; 
Who borrow much, then fidrly make it known. 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
We bring some new materials, and what's old 
New cast with care, and in no borrowed mould; 
Late times the verse may read, if these refuse; 
And from sour critics vindicate the muse. 
** Your work is long," the critics cry. Tis true. 
And lengthens still to take in fools like you: 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame ; 
For, grow but wise, you rob me of my game ; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs pursue. 
Renounce their four legs, and start up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile. 
Will I enjoy, (dread feast !) the critic's rage. 
And with the fell destroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame. 
Than those who thunder in the critic's name? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in this. 
To see what wretches gain the praise they miss. 

Balbuti us, muffled in his sable cloak. 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 
As ravens solemn, and as boding , cries, 
•* Ten thousand worlds for the three unities!'* 
Ye doctors sage, who thro' Parnassus teach. 
Or quit the tub, or practise what you preach. 

One judges as the ri;ea/A^r dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 
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Another judges by a surer gage 

An author's principles, or parentage j 

Since his great ancestors in Flanders feU^ 

The poem doubtless must be written well 

Another judges by the writer's looks 

Another judges, for he bought the book i 

Some judge, their knack of Judging wrong to keep ; 

Some judge, because it is too soon to sleep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one single aim. 
To gain themselves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very best ambitiously advise. 
Half to serve you, and half to pass for wise. 

Critics on verse, as squibs on triumphs wait. 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the state ; 
Hot, envious, noisy, proud, the scribbling fiy 
Bum, hiss, and bounce, waste paper, stink, and die. 
Rail on, my friends ! what more my verse can crown 
Than Compton's smile, and your obliging frown? 

Not all on books their criticism waste : 
The genius of a dish some justly taste. 
And eat their way io fames with anxious thought 
The salmon is refus'd, the turbot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the sun's delay. 
And bids December yield the fruits of Mays 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
The business of their lives, that is — to dine. 
Half of their precious day they give Xht feast s 
And to a kind digestion spare the rest. 
Apicius, here, the taster of the town. 
Feeds twice a week, to settle their renown. 

H 4 
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inals of their bills of fare ; 
In those choice books their paftegyrtcs read. 
And scorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 
If man hy feeding well commences great. 
Much more the worm to whom that man is meat. 

To glory some advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown^ and pilferers of fame : 
Their front supplies what their ambition lacks i 

behind their bach* 
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To covet shame stil' 
Bathyllus, in 
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; disorder set, 




And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain, not knowing what adorns, or blots, 

"Men forge the patents^ that create them sots. 

As love of pleasure into pain betrays. 
So most grow imfamous thro' love of praise. 
But whence for praise can such an ardor rise, 
AVhen those, who bring that incense, we despise ? 
For such the vanity of great and small. 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 
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them; for, 'tistrae^ 
c for what they do. 
.;Lless thou wast meant 
tock the continent. 
; the Nine for ever mow, 
cineath the scythe will grow. 
.!:> harvest calls me forward still, 
i[)ass in length my lawyer's bill; 
:.LCH descent, which well-paid heralds damn; 
/,, longer still, a Dutchman's epigram. 
When, cloy'd in fury I throw down my pen. 
In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 
See TiTYRus, with merriment possest. 
Is burst with laughter, ere he hears the jest : 
What need he stay? for when the joke is o'er. 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of thesCj ye fair ! so great a dearth. 
That you need purchase monkeys for your mirth ? 
Some vain of paintings ^ bid the world admire; 
Of houses some : nay, houses that they hire : 
Some (perfect wisdom !) of a beauteous wife ; 
And boast, like Cordeliers, a scourge for life. 

Sometimes, thro' pride, the sexes change their airs 
My lord has vapours, and my lady swears s 
Then, stranger still, on turning of the wind. 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's kind. 

To shew the strength, and infamy of pride. 
By all 'tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, which at once pursue 
Praise, and the glory to contemn it, too ! 
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^ <.^wfr> .^i/'praise betrays to shame, 
^^, i^s a stratagem for fame ; 
^v . ^>»itAttrh in modesty's disguise^ 
^ .^6C> and takes it by surprize. 
>i^$he9 " in small thbgs, is my fete.** 
. ^ ^NYfc *our answer, he*s exact in great. 

\^ ;/it\" says he, " is rude and full of faults.*' 
^ ^ xhat sense ! what energy of thoughts I 
>y^ io wants algebra, he must confess! 
j^ vaT CI soul to give our arms success. 
> \h; That's an hit indeed," Vincenna cries; 
^^ Rut who in heat of blood was ever wise? 
^ I own 'twas wrong, when thousands call'd me bai 
** To make that hopeless, ill-advis'd, attack; 
^ All say, 'twas madness ; nor dare I deny ; 
«« Sure never fool so well deserv'd to die." 
Could this deceive in others, to be free. 
It ne'er, Vincenna^ could deceive in thee; 
Whose conduct is a comment to thy tongue. 
So clear, the dullest cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou on one sleeve wilt thy revenues wear; 
And haunt the court, without a prospect there. 
Are these expedients for renown ? Confess 
Thy little self^ that I may scorn thee less. 

Be wise Vincenna^ and the court forsake; 
Our fortunes there, nor thou^ nor /, shall make. 
Ev'n men of merits ere their point they gain. 
In hardy service make a long campaign ; 
Most manfully besiege their patron's gate. 
And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 
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With painful art and application warm. 

And take, at last, some little place by stormy 

Enough to keep two shoes on Sunday clean. 

And starve upon discreetly, in Sheer Lane. 

Already this thy fortune can afford; 

Then starve without \ht favour of my lord. 

Tis true, great fortunes some great men confer ; 

But often, ev'n in doing right, they err : 

From caprice f not from choice, their favours come ; 

They give, but think it toil to know to whom : 

The man that's nearest, yawning j they advance: 

Tis inhumanity to bless by chance. 

If merit sues ; and greatness is so loth 

To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant at court. Philander, at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm and virtue she's possest : 
Philander I thou art exquisitely blest ; 
The public envy ! Now then, 'tis allow'd. 
The man is found, who may be justly proud : 
But, see ! how sickly is ambition's taste I 
Ambition feeds on trash, and loaths a feast; 
For, lo ! Philander^ of reproach afraid. 
In secret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 
Some nymphs sell reputation ; others buy; 
And love a market where the rates run high : 
Italian music's sweet, because 'tis dear ; 
Their vanity is tickled, not their ear : 
Their taste would lessen if the prices fell. 
And Shak£SP£Ar's wretched stuff do quite as jvell^ 
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Away the disinchanted fair would throng. 
And owTij that English is their mother tongue. 

To shew how much our northern tastes refine^ 
Imported nymphs our peeresses outshine; 
While tradesmen starve, these Philomels are gay j 
For generous lords had rather give than pay. 

Behold the masquerade's fantastic scene ! 
The Legislature joined with Drury-Lane I 
When Britain calls, th* embroider'd patriots run. 
And serve their country — if the dance is done. 
" Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?" 
Yes, doubtless; but first set yoiu* notions right 
Worthy of politeness is the needful ground ; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found. 
Triflers not e'en in trifles can excel; 
*Tis solid bodies only polish well. 

Great, chosen prophet! For these latter days. 
To turn a willing world /r^?7i righteous ways! 

Well, H R, dost thou thy master serve ; 

Well has he seen his servant should not starve. 
Thou to his name hast splendid temples rais'd ; 
In various forms of worship seen him prais'd. 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman shown. 
And sung sweet anthems in a tongue unknoum. 
Inferior oflF 'rings to thy god of vice 
Are duly paid, in JiddleSj cards, and dices . 
Thy sacrifice supreme, an hundred maids ! 
That solemn rite of midnight masquerades i 
If maids the quite exhausted town denies. 
An hundred heads of cuckolds may suffice. 
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Thou smil'st, well pleas'd with the converted land. 

To see the^/ty churches at a stand. 

And that thy minister may never fail. 

But what thy hand has planted still prevail. 

Of minor prophets a succession sure 

The propagation of thy zeal secure. 

See commons, peers, and ministers of state. 
In solemn council met, and deep debate ! 
What Godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 
"What wonder opens on th' expecting earth ? 
Tis done ! with loud applause the council rings ! 
Kx'd is the fate of whores 2XiA Jiddle-strings ! 
Tho* bold these truths, thou. Muse, with truths like 
these. 
Wilt none offend, whom 'tis a praise to please : 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou. 
Like just tribunals^ bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common sense. 
To write a Satire, which gave none offence! 
And, since from life I take the draughts you see. 
If men dislike them, do thev censure me? 
The fool, and knave, 'tis glorious to offend. 
And Godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall. 
Knaves know the game, and honest men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price ! 
A man shall make his fortune in a trice. 
If blest with pliant, tho' but slender, sense, 
Feign'd modesty, and real impudence : 
A supple knee, smooth tongue, an easy grace, 
A curse within, a smile upon his face; 
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A beauteous sister, or convenient wife^ 
Are prizes in the lottery of life ; 
Genius and virtue they will soon defeat. 
And lodge you in the bosom of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a pain 
For men's refusing what you ought to gain. 

May, DoDiKGTOK, this maxim fail in you^ 
Whom my presaging thoughts already view; 
By Wal pole's conduct fir'd, and friendship grac'd> 
Still higher in your Prince's fevour placed; 
And lending, here, those awful councils aid. 
Which you, abroad, with such success obey'd: 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendship dears 
What most we wish, with ease we fency near. 
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SATIRE IV. 



TO THE 

RIGHT HON. SIR SPENCER COMPTON. 



IvOUND some fair tree th* ambitious Woodbine grows. 

And breathes her sweets on the supporting boughs ; 

So sweet the verse, tV ambitious verse, should be, 

(O ! pardon mine) that hopes support from thee ; 

Thee, Compton, bom o'er senates to preside. 

Their dignity to nuse, their councils guide ; 

Deep to discern, and widely to survey. 

And kingdoms' fetes, without ambition, weigh ; 

Of distant virtues nice extremes to blend. 

The Crown*s asserter, and the People* s friend: 

Nor dost thou scorn, amid sublimer views. 

To listen to the labours of the muses 

Thy smiles protect her, while thy talents ^r^. 

And *tis but half thy glory to inspire. 

Vex*d at a public fame so justly won. 

The jealous Chremes is with spleen undone; 

Chremes, for sury pensions of renown. 

Devotes his service to the State and Crown ; 

All schemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves, 

Tho' Britain's thankless, still this patriot loves ; 
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But patriots differ ; some may shed their bloody 
He drinks his coffee^ for the public good; * 
Consults the sacred steam, and there foresees 
What storms, or sun-shine. Providence decrees ; 
Knows, for each day, the weather of our fate; 
A quid nunc is an almanack of State, 

You smile, and think this statesman void of use: 
Why may not time his secret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roast the choice Castanian Nut, 
Since steeds of genius are expert at Put j 
Since half the Senate Not Content can say, ^ 
Geese nations save, and puppies plots betray. 

What makes him model realms, and counsel kings? 
An incapacity for smaller things : 
Poor Chremes can't conduct his own estate. 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes' skilly 
And boldly claims a province higher still : 
To raise a name, th' ambitious boy has got. 
At once a Bible, and a shoulder-knot j 
Deep in the secret, he looks thro' the whole. 
And pities the dull rogue that saves his souls 
To talk with rev'rence you must take good heed. 
Nor shock his tender reason with the Creed ; 
Howe'er well bred, in public he complies. 
Obliging friends alone with blasphemies. 

Peerage is poison, good estates are bad 
For this disease ; poor rogues run seldom mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief. 
And falling stocks quite cur'd an unbelief? 
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While the sun shines. Blunt talks with wondrous 

force ; 
But thunder mars small-beery and weak discourse. 
Such useful instruments the weather show. 
Just as their Mercury is high or low : 
Health chiefly keeps an Atheist in the dark ; 
A fever argues better than a Clarke: 
Let but the logick in his pulse decay. 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray ; 

While C mourns, with an unfeigned zeal, 

Th' apostate youth, who reasoned once to well. 

C y who makes so merry with the Creed, 

He almost thinks he disbelieves indeed; 
But only thinks so; to give both their due, 
Satan, and he, believe, and tremble too. 
Of some for glory such the boundless rage. 
That they're the blackest scandal of their age. 

Narcissus the Tartarian club disclaims; 
Nay, a Free-mason, with some terror, names; 
Omits no duty ; nor can envy say. 
He miss'd, these many years, the Church, or Play : 
He makes no noise in Parliament, 'tis true ; 
But pays his debts, and visit, when 'tis due ; 
His character and gloves are ever clean. 
And then, he can out-bow the bowing dean; 
A smile eternal on his lip he wears, 
Which equally the wise and worthless shares. 
In gay fatigues, this most undaunted chief. 
Patient of idleness beyond belief, 

VOL. I. I 
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Most charitably lends the town his^^c^. 

For ornament, in ev*ry public place ; 

As sure as carcU, he to th' assembly comes. 

And is the furniture of drawing-rooms : 

When Ombre calls, bis hand and heart are free. 

And, join'd to two, he fails not — to make three : 

Narcissus is the glory of his race; 

For who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To deck my list, by nature were designed 
Such shining expletives of human kind. 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream ak>ng. 
Sense to be right and passion to be wrong. 

To counterpoise this hero of the modej 
Some for renown are singular and odd j 
What other men dislike, is sure to please. 
Of all mankind, these dear antipodes; 
Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter still. 
And birth-days are their days of dressing ill. 

Arb — T is a fool, and F a sage, 

S — LY will fright you, E engage 3 

By nature streams run backward, flame descends. 

Stones mount, and S x is the worst\)f friends ; 

They tdke their rest by day, and wake by night. 
And blush, if you surprize them in the right; 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well 'aware, 
A swan is white, or Q y is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in fashion, but a fool that's out^ 
His passion for absurdity's so strong. 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong ; 
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Tho* wrong the mode, comply ; more sense is shewn. 
In wearing others^ follies, than your own. 
If what is out of fashion most you prize, 
Methinks you should endeavour to be wise. 
But what in oddness can be more sublime 

Than S , the foremost toyman oli his time ? 

His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 

His daughter's portion a rich shell enhances. 

And AsHMOLE*s baby-house, is, in his view, 

Britannia^s golden mine, a rich Peru ! 

How his eyes languish ! how his thoughts adore 

That painted coat, which Joseph never wore! 

He shews, on holidays^ a sacred pin. 

That touch'd the ruff, that touched queen Bess's chin. 

** Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
" Since that gre^t plague that swept as many more, 
•* Was ever year unblest as this?*' he'll cry, 
" It has not brought us one new butterfly /'* 
In times that suffer such learn'd men as these^ 
Unhappy I y ! how czmt you to please ; 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game ; 
But, in effect, his chace is much the same ; 
Warm in pursuit, he levies all the great. 
Stanch to the foot of title and estate: 
Where-e'er their lordships go, they never find 
Or Lico, or their shadows^ lag behind -, 
He sets them sure, where-e'er their lordships run. 
Close at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 
As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
And/ame was, like ^ fever y to be caught ; 
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But after seven years dance, fix)m place to place^ 
The ♦ Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 

Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer ; 
Or lAvmg pendant dangling at his ear. 
For ever whisp'ring secrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro' the town ? 
Who'd he R glass, with flattering grimace. 
Still to reflect the temper of his face ; 
Or happy piw to stick upon his sleeve. 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchsafes it leave: 
Or cushion, when his heaviness shall please 
To loll or thump it, for his better ease y 
Or a vile butt, for noon or night, bespoke. 
When the peer rashly swears he'll club his joke ? 
Who'd shake with laughter, tho' he could not find 
His lordship's jest ; or, if his nose broke wind. 
For blessings to the gods profoundly bow, 
That can cry, Chimney sweep, or drive 2l plough? 
With terms like these, how mean the tribe that close ! 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like these, impose. 

But what's the tribe most likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye; 
The writing tribe, who shameless auctions hold 
Of praise, by inch of candle to be sold : 
All men they flatter, but themselves the most. 
With deathless feme, their everlasting boast : 
For fame no cully makes so much her jest. 
As her old constant spark, the bard profest. 

* A Danish dog of the duke ofjrgyk. 
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** B — LE shines in council, M t in the fight, 

** P — L — m's magnificent ; but I can write, 
** And what to my great soul like glory dear ?'* 
^^-Till some good whispers in his tingling ear, 
TPhatyizTTi^'s unwholesome taken without meat^ 
-Ajid life is best sustain 'd by what is eat : 
Cirown lean and wise, he curses what he writ, 
-^nd wishes all his wants were in his wit. 

Ah ! what avails it, when his dinner's lost, 
"That his triumphant name adorns ?ipost ? 
Or that his shining page (provoking fate !) 
JDefends Sirloins, which sons of dullness eat ? 

What foe to verse without compassion hears, 
"What cruel prose-man can refrain from tears, 
"When the poor muse, for less than half a crown, 
A prostitute on every bulk in town, 
With other whores undone, tho' not in print. 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye bards ! why will you sing, tho' uninspir'd ? 
Ye bards ! why will you starve^ to be admird ? 
Defunct by Phoebus' laws, beyond redress. 
Why will your spectres haunt the frighted press ? 
Bad metre, that excrescence of the head, 
Like hair, will sprout, altho', the poet's dead. 
All other trades demand^ verse-maker's beg ; 
A dedication is a icooden leg ; 
A barren Laheo, the true mumper s fashion. 
Exposes borrozis'd brats to move compassion. 
Tho' such mvself, vile bards I discommend ; 
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" I'st then a crime to lorite ?" — If talent rare 
Proclaim'd the god, the crime is to forbear : 
For some, tho' few, there are large-minded men. 
Who watch unseen the labours of the pen ; 
Who know the muse's worth, and therefore court. 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her support j 
Who serve, unasked, the least pretence to wit ; 
My sole excuse, alas ! for having writ. 

A LE true wit is studious to restore -, 

And D T smiles, if Phoebus smil'd before j 

P KE in years the long-lov'd arts admire. 

And Henrietta like amuse inspires. 

But ah ! not inspiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languish for in vain. 
How mad their aim, who thirst for glory, strive 
To grasp, what no man <:an posses alive ! 
Fame's a reversion in which men take place 
(O late reversion !) at their own decease. 
This truth sagacious Lintot knows so well. 
He starves his authors, that their works may sell. 

Thztfame is wealth, fantastic poets cry; 
That wealth isfamey another can reply ; 
Who know no guilt, no scandal, but* in rags ; 
And swell in just proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-bom^ deform'd, and old. 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold ; 
The first young lord, which in the Mall you meet. 
Shall match the veriest huncks in Lombard-street, 
From rescu'd candles' ends, who rais'd a%um. 
And starves to join a penny to a plumb. 
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A beardless miser! Tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a scandal all our own. 

Of ardent bvers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celi a to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich. Cast alio dies : 
Name but the fair, love swells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
No rival can prevail, — but haffs, crown. 

He glories to late times to be convey'd 
Not for the poor he has relieved but made : 
Not such ambition his great fathers firM, 
When Harry conquered, and hi\S France expir'd ? 
He'd be a slave, a pimp, a dog, for gain : 
Nay, a dull sheriffs for his golden chain. 

" Who'd be a slave ?" the gallant Colonel cries, 
"While love of glory sparkles from his eyes : 
To deathless fame he loudly pleads his right, — 
Just is his title, — ^for he will not fight : 
JiW soldiers valour, all divines have grace. 
As maids of honour beauty, — by their place : 
But, when indulging on the last campaign. 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of slain ; 
He gives the foes he slew, at each vain word, 
A sweet revenge, and half absolves his sword. 

Of boasting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A soldier should be modest as a maid : 
Fame is. a bubble the reserv'd enjoy; 
Who strive to grasp it, as they touch, destroy: 
Tls the world's debt to deeds of high degree i 
But if you pay yourself, the world is free. 

i4 
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Were there no tongue to speak them but his own^ 
Augustus' deeds in arms had ne'er been known. 
Augustus' deeds ! if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and misguides his aim. 
Such is the Prince's worth, of whom I speak. 
The Roman would not blush at the mistake. 
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SATIRE V. 



ON WOMEN. 



O fairest of creation ! last and best 
Of all GmTs works ! Creature in whom ezcell*d 
Whatever can to sight, or thought, be form'd 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or sweet I 
How art thou lost ! Miltok. 



JN OR reigns ambition in bold man alone ; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own : 
33ut there^ indeed, it deals in nicer things. 
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings : 
Attend, and you discern it in the fair 
<x)nduct ?ijinger, or reclaim a hair ; 
Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye ; 
Or, in full joy, elaborate a sigh. 

The sex we honour, tho' their faults we blame ; 
^ay, thank their faults for such z fruitful theme : 

A theme, fair ! doubly kind to me. 

Since satyrizing those is praising thee ; 
"Who would'st not bear, too modestly refined, 
-A panegyric of a grosser kind. 
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Britannia's daughters^ much more fair than mce. 
Too fond of admiration, lose their price 5 
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarnish so the sated sight ; 
As unreserv'd, and beauteous, as the sun^ 
Through every sign of vanity they run ; 
Assemblies, Parks, coarse feasts in City-halls, 
Lectures, and Trials, Plays, Committees, Balls, 
Wells, Bedlams, Executions, Smithfield scenes^ 
And Fortune-tellers Caves, and Lions Dens, - 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, Drawing-rooms, 
Installments, Pillories, Coronations, Tombs, 
Tumblers, and Funerals, Puppet-shows, Reviews, 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and still stranger !) Pews. 

Clarinda*s bosom burns, but burns for Famei 
And Love lies vanquish'd in a nobler flame ; 
Warm gleams of hope she, now, dispenses; thtn. 
Like April suns, dives into clouds again : 
With all her lustre, now, her lover warms ; 
Then, out of ostentation, hides her charms : 
*Tis, next, her pleasure sweetly to complain^ 
And to be taken with a sudden pain ; 
Then, she starts up, all ecstasy and bliss. 
And is sweet soul ! just as sincere in this : 
O how she rolls her charming eyes in spite I 
And looks delightfully with all her might ! 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wise. 
She conquers for the triumph not the prize. 
Zara resembles AEtna crown'd with snows j 
Without she freezes, and within she glows : 
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Xwice ere the sun descends, with zeal inspir'd^ 
From the vain converse of the world retir'd. 
She reads the psalms and chapters for the day. 

In Cleopatra, or the last new play. 

Thus gloomy Zara, with a solemn grace, 
I>eceives mankind, and hides behind htxface. 

Nor far beneath her in renown^ is she, 
Who, through good-breeding, is ill company ; 
"Whose manners will not let her larum cease. 
Who thinks you are unhappy y when at peace-, 
To find you news^ who racks her subtle head. 
And vows — that her great-grandfather is dead. 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear ; 
But 'tis a task indeed to learn — to hear : 
In that the skill of conversation lies ; 
That shews or makes^ you both polite and wise. 

Xantippe cries, " Let nymphs, who nought can say, 

*^ Be lost in silence, and resign the day i 

** And let the guilty wife her guilt confess, 

^ By tame behaviour, and a soft address ;" 

TliTOugh virtue she refuses to comply 

With all the dictates of humanity ; 

Through wisdom she refuses to submit 

To wisdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit ; 

Then, her unblemish'd honour to maintain^ 

Rejects her husband's kindness with disdain : 

But if, by chance, an ill-adapted word 

Drops from the lip of her unwary lord. 

Her carling china, in a whirlwind sent. 

Just ifiimates the lady's discontent. 



\ 
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Wine may indeed excite the meekest dame ; 
But keen Xantippe, scorning borrowed &ame. 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play. 
O'er cooling gruel, and composing tea : 
Nor rests by night, but, more sincere than nice. 
She shakes the curtains with her kind advice : 
Doubly, like echo, sound is her delight. 
And the last word is her eternal right. 
I*st not enough plagues, wars, and famines, rise 
To lash our crimes, but must our wives be wise ? 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumbered throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong : 
What black, what ceaseless cares besiege our state ! 
What strokes we feel hom fancy, and from fate! 
If fate forbears us, fancy strikes the blow ; 
We make misfortune 3 suicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid ! unnecessary skill ! 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill ? 
How oft the noon, how oft the midnight, bell 
(That iron tongue of death !) with solemn knell. 
On folly's errands, as we vainly roam. 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from home ! 
Men drop so fast, e're life's mid stage we tread. 
Few know so many friends alive as dead. 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 
We press coy fortune with unslacken'd pace ; 
Our ardent labours for the toys we seek. 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week : 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between satiety Rnd ^erce desire^ 
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Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 
But one ; a female friend's endearing smile ; 
A tender smile, our sorrows* only balm. 
And, in life's tempest, the sad sailor's calm. 

How have I seen a gentle nymph draw nigh. 
Peace in her air, persuasion in her eye ; 
Victorious tendemes ! it all o ercame. 
Husbands look'd mild, and savages grew tame. 

The Sylvan race our active nymphs pursue ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete; 
There Master Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate ; 
While fair Miss Charles to toilets is confin'd, 
Kor rashly tempts the barb'rous sun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed. 
And volt from hunters to the managed steed; 
Command his prancings with a martial air. 
And FoBERT has the forming of the Fair. 

More than one steed must Delia's empire feel. 
Who sits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; 
And as she guides it thro' th* admiring throng,, - 
With what an air she smacks the silken thon^ . 
Graceful as John, she moderates the reins, bold.. 
And whistles sweet her diuretic strains : 
Sesostris like, such charioteers as these 
May drive six hamess'd monarchs^ if they please: 
They drive^ row, run, with love of glory smit. 
Leap, swim, shoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 

O'er the Belle-lettre lovely Daphne reigns ; 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains : 
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With legs toss'd high, on her sophee she sits, 
Vouchsafing audience to contending wits : 
Of each performance she's the final test; 
One act read o'er, she prophesies the rest j 
And then, pronouncing with decisive air. 
Fully convinces all the town — she*s/air. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecatessa*s face. 
How would her elegance of taste decrease f 
Some ladies' judgment in their features lies. 
And all their genius sparkles from their eyes. 

" But hold," she cries, " lampooner ! have a care j 
" Must I want common sense, because Fm feir ?'• 
O no : see Stella 5 her eyes shine as bright. 
As if her tongue was never in the right ; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire ! 
She seems inspired, and can herself inspire : 
How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publish, and could she forbear? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to sense, 
Nor is't sanction for impertinence. 

S '--^ONiA lik*d her man ; and well flie might -, 
rp.nocks ^ |j^ person, and in parts, was bright ; 
PK^P ^fl of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art. 
That claims just empire o'er the female heart : 
He met her passion, all her sighs retum'd. 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, burn'd : 
Large his possessions, and beyond her own -, 
Their bliss the theme, and envy of the town : 
The day was fix'd when, with one acre more. 
In stepp'd deform'd, debauch'd, diseas'd, threescore. 
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The fatal sequel I, through shame, forbear: 
Of pride, and axfrice, who can cure the fair ? 

Man's rich with little, were his judgments true ; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few ; 
Those few wants answered, bring sincere deUghts ; 
But fools create themselves new appetites : 
Fancy, and pride, seek things at vast ex pence. 
Which relish not to reason nor to sense. 
When suffeit, or unthankfulness, destroys. 
In nature^s nanow sphere, our solid joys. 
Infancy's airy land of noise and show. 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures, grow ; 
Like cats in air pumps, to subsist we strive 
On joys too thin to keep the soul alive. 
Lsmira's sick ; make haste ; the doctor call : 
He comes ; but where's his patient ? At the ball. 
The doctor stares ; her woman curtsies low. 
And cries, " My Lady, Sir, is always so: 
'' Diversions put her maladies to flight: 
*' True, she can't stand, but she can dance all night : 
•* I've known my Lady (for she loves a tune) 
*' Tot fevers take an opera in June: 
" And, tho* perhaps you'll think the practice bold, 
" A midnight Park is sov'reign for a cold : 
" With cholics, breakfasts of green fruit agree % 
•* With indigestions, supper just at three." 
A strange alternative, replies Sir Hans, 
Must women have a doctor, or a dance ? 
Though sick to death, abroad they safely roam. 

But droop and die, in perfect health, at home : 
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For want — but not of health, are ladies ill j 
And tickets cure beyond the doctors pill. 

Alas, my heart ! how languishingly fair 
Yon lady lolls ! With what a tender air ! 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when 
O'er darling lines, fell Gibber waves his pen. 
Is her lord angry, or has * Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the mask forbid ? 
" Late sitting up has turned her roses white/' 
Why went she not to bed? " Because 'twas night.*^ 
Did she then dance, or play ? Nor this, nor that." 
Well night soon steals away in pleasing chat. 
" No, all alone, her prayWs she rather chose ; 
" Than be that wretch to sleep till morning rose." 
Then Lady Cynthia, mistress of the shade, 
^poes, with ih^ fashionable owls, to bed : 
This her pride covets, this her health denies; 
Her soul is silly, but her body's wise; 

Other's with curious arts, dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom oijiftyifive. 
You, in the morning, a/a/r nymph invite ; 
To keep her word, a hroxion one comes at night : 
Next day she shines in glossy black \ and then 
Revolves into her native red again : 
Like a dove's neck, she shifts her transient charms^ 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 

But one admirer has the painted lass \ 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glass : 
-■ - _ ' ■ ■ ■ - ■ 

• Lap-dog. 
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Tet Laura^s beautiful to such excess^ 
That all her art scarce makes her please us less. 
To deck the female cheek, HE only knows, 
yfho paints less fair the lily^ and the rose. 

How gay tliey smile ! Such blessings nature poursj 
O'erstock'd mankind enjoy but half her stores : 
In distant wilds, by human eyes unseen. 
She rears her flowVs, and spreads her velvet green : 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely desart trace. 
And waste their music on the savage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bliss ? 
Repine we guiltless in a world like this ? 
But our lewd tastes her lawful charms refuse. 
And painted arfs deprav'd allurements chuse. 
Such Fulvia's passion for the town^ fresh air 
(An odd effect !) gives vapours to the fair ; 
Green fields, and shady groves, and chrystal springs. 
And larks, and nightingales are odious things ; 
But smoke, and dust, and noise, and crowds, delight; 
And to be pressed to death, transports her quite : 
Where silver riv'lets play through flow'ry meads. 
And woodbines give their sweets, and limes their shades. 
Black kennels' absent odours she regrets. 
And stops her nose at beds of violets. 

Is stormy life preferred to the serene ? 
Or is the public to the private scene ? 
Retired, we tread a smooth and open way 5 
Through briars and brambles in the world we strays 
-Sfj^ opposition, and perplexed debate. 
And thorny care, and rank and Ringing hate, 
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Which choak our passage, otir career controul^ 

And wound the firmest temper of our soul. 

O sacred solitude ! divine retreat! 

Choice of the Prudent ! envy of the Great ! 

By thy pi^re stream, or in thy waving shade. 

We court fair wisdom, that celestial maid : 

The genuine offspring of her lov*d embrace, 

(Strangers on earth !) are innocence and peace : 

There, from the ways of men laid safe ashore. 

We smile to hear the distant tempest roar; 

There, bless'd with health, with business unperplex'd. 

This life we relish, and ensure the next; 

There too the Muses sport ; these numbers free, 

Pierian Eastbury ! I owe to thee. 

There sport the Muses ; but not there alonie : 
Their sacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit ; 
A wit herself, Amelia weds a wit: 
Both wits ! though miracles are said to cease. 
Three days, three wond'rous days ! they liv'd in peace} 
With the fourth sun a warm dispute arose. 
On Durfet's poesy, and Bunyan's prose : 
The learned war both wage with equal force. 
And the fifth mom concluded the divorce. 

Phoebe, though she possesses nothing less. 
Is proud of being rich in happiness : 
Laboriously pursues delusive toys. 
Content with pains, since they're reputed joys. 
With what well-a£ted transport will she say, 
'* Well, sure, we wer<e ^ happy yesterday ! 
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And then that charming party for to-morr&a) !'* 
ragh, well she knows, 'twill languish into sorrow : 
It she dares never boast the present hour ; 
So gross that cheat, it is beyond her power : 
For such is or our weakness, or our curse. 
Or rather such our crime, which still is worse> 
The present moment, like a wife, we shun. 
And ne'er enjoy, because it is our own. 

Pleasures are few, and fewer we enjoy ; 
Pleasure, like quicksilver^ is bright, and cop ; 
We strive to grasp it with our utmost skill. 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters still : 
If seiz'd at last, compute your mighty gains ; 
What is it, but rank poison in your veins ? 
As Ft AVI A in her glass an angel spies. 
Pride whispers in her ear pemiciods lyes ; 
Tells her, while she surveys a face so fine. 
There's no satiety of charms divine : 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and she melts (sweet soul !) in tears : 
She, fond and young, last week, her wish enjoy *d. 
In soft amusement all the night employed. 
The morning came, when Strephon, waking, found 
(Surprising sight!) his bride in sorrow drown'd. 
♦* What miracle," says Strephon, "makes thee weep ?'* 
•* Ah,barb'rousman!"shecries,"how could you— i'fctfp?'* 

Men love a mistress, as they love z, feast ; . 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taste f 
Yet sure there is a certain time of day. 
We wish our mistress, and our meat away: 
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But soon the sated appetites return^ 
Again our stomachs crave, our bosoms burr 
Eternal I^ove let man, then, never swear s 
Let women never triumph^ nor despair j 
Nor praise, nor blame, too much, the wp 
Hunger and Love are foreign to the «»/'' 

There is indeed a passion more refir 
For those few nymphs whose charms 
But not of that unfashionable set 
Is Phyllis; Phyllis and her D 
Eternal Love exactly hits her taste 
Phyllis demands eternal love ?. 
Embracing Phyllis with soft-s 
Eternal Love I vow, the swai: 
But say, my All^ my Mistres 
What day dext week th' Eti 

Some nymphs prefer as/? 
Elope from mortal man, at 
The fair philosopher to R 
Where, in a box, the wh 
She sees the planets in ^ 
And scorns, Poitier, 
Of Desagulier she 
And Whiston has 
What vain experln 
'Tis not in air-pun 
But though to-da 
(O fickle sex I) f 
Lo ! Puo from 
Turns out (bi 



rl 
. flies 
.cise: 

10 laoe. 

knk round, an< 
Buseryl 

pOWt 

I far more, 
whstitsays; 




It charms us naw^ anon we cast anew ; 
To some £re$h birth oi fancy more inclin'd : 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Mistaken lovers, who make worth their care. 
And think accomplishments will win the fair : 
Theyinr, 'tis true, by genius should be won. 
As flowers unfold their beauties to the sun ; 
And yet in females scales a fop out-weighs. 
And wit must wear the willoto and the bays. 
Nought shines so bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy ; 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd. 
And kiird his man, and triumph*d o*er his maid ; 
Por him, as yet unhang'd, she spreads her charms. 
Snatches the dear destroyer to her arms ; 
And amply gives (though treated long amiss) 
The man of merit his revenge in this^ 
If you resent, and wish a woman ill. 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will. 

The languid hdy next appears in state. 
Who was npt born to carry her own weight ; 
She lolls, reels, staggers, till some foreign aid 
To her own stature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to so severe a doom. 
She, by just stBges^ journtys round the room : 
But, knowing her own weakness, she despairs 
To scale the Alps — that is, ascend the stairs. 
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And that is spoke with such a dying fall. 
That Betty rather sees, than hears the call : 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye. 
Pierce out th' idea her faint words deny. 
O listen with attention most profound! 
Her voice is but the shadow of a sound. 
And he]p ! oh help ! her spirits are so dead. 
One hand scarce lifts the other to her head. 
If, there, a stubborn pin it triumphs o'er. 
She pants ! she sinks away ! and is no more* 
Let the robust, and the gigantic carve. 
Life is not worth so much, she'd rather starve : 
But chew she must herself; ah cruel fate ! 
That Rosalinda can't hy proxy eat. 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind heav'n !) against the poison of their eyes. 

Thalestris triumphs in a manly mien ; 
Loud is her accent, and her phrase obscene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the shame ? 
What nature dares to give, she dares to name. 
This honest fellow is sincere and plain. 
And justly gives the jealous husband pmn. 
(Vain is the task to petticoats assign'd. 
If wanton language shews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence. 
An oath supplies the vacancies of sense. 
Hark ! the shrill notes transpierce the yielding air. 
And teach the neighboring echoes how to swear. 
Hy Jove, is faint, and for the simple swain ; 
She, on the Christian System, is prophane. 
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But though the volley rattles in your ear. 

Believe her dress^ she's not a grenadier. 

If thunder's awful, how much more our dread. 

When Jove deputes a lady in his stead ? 

A lady ! pardon my mistaken pen, 

A shameless woman is the worst of men. 

Tew to good-breeding make a just pretence ; 
Good-breeding is the blossom of good sense ; 
The last result of an accomplish'd mind. 
With outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 
A violated decency now reigns, 
' And nymphs (or failings take peculiar pains. 
With Chinese painters modem toasts agree. 
The point they aim at is deformity : 
They throw their persons with a hoyden air 
Across the room, and toss into the chair. 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone. 
They, for our manners, have exchanged their own. 
The modest look, the castigated gra<?e, 
The gentle movement, and slow measur'd pace. 
For which her lovers rfy'rf, her parents prayrf. 
Are indecorums with the modem maid. 
StiflF forms are bad ; but let not worse intrude^ 
Nor conquer art and nature, to be rude. 
Modem good-breeding cany to its height. 

And lady D 's self will be polite. 

Ye rising fair ! ye bloom of Britain's isle ! 
When high-bom Anna, with a soften'd smile^ 
Leads on your train, and sparkles at your head. 
What seems most hard, is, not to be well-bred. 
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Her bright example with success pursue. 
And all^ but adoration, is your due. 

But adoration ! give me something more^ 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threescore : 
Nought treads so silent as the foot of time ; 
Hence we mistake our autumn for our prime; 
Tis greatly wise to know^ before weVe told. 
The melancholy news, that we grow ol4^ 
Autumnal Ltce carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breast a mistress warms. 
Who looks through spectacles to see your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover round. 
And with his spade the sexton marks the ground^ 
Intent not on her own, but other's doom. 
She plans new conquests, and defrauds the tomb* 
In vain the cock has summon'd sprites away. 
She walks at noon and blasts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow silks her mellow charms infold. 
And nought of Lyce but herself is old. 
Her grizzled locks assume a smirking grace. 
And art has kvelVd her deep furrow'd face. 
Her strange demand no mortal can approve. 
We'll ask her blessings but can't ask her love. 
She grants, indeed, a lady rnay decline 
(All ladies but herself) at ninety-nine. 

O how unlike her is the sacred age 
Of prudent Portia ! Her grey hairs engage '^ 
Whose thoughts are suited to her life's decline : 
Virtue* s the paint that can with wrinkles shine* 
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That, and that onbfi can old age sustain ; 
Which yet all wish, nor know they wish for pain. 
Not numerous are our jo)rs, when life is new ; 
And yearly some are felling of the /w; 
But when we conquer life's meridian stage. 
And downward tend into the vale of age. 
They drop apace ; by nature some decay. 
And some the blasts oi fortune sweep away i 
Till naked quite of happiness, aloud 
We call for death, and shelter in a shroud. 

Where's Portia how ? — But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouched their early grief can view, 
like blushing rose-buds dipp'd in morning dew i 
Who into shelter takes their tender bloom. 
And forms their minds to flee from ills to come ? 
The mind, when tum'd adrift, no rules to guide« 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide j 
Fancy and passion toss it to and fro ; 
Awhile torment, and then quite sink in woe. 
Ye beauteous orphans, since in silent dust 
Your best example lies, my precepts trust, 
life swarms with ills ; the boldest are afraid ; 
Where then is safety for a tender maid f 
Unfit for conflict, round beset with woes. 
And many whom least she fears, her worst of foes ! 
When kind, most cruel ; when obliged the most. 
The least obliging $ and by favours lost. 
Cruel by nature, they for kindness hate ; 
And scorn you for those ills themselves create. 



140 tOVJt OW VAMX^ SAT, V. 

If on your fame our sex a blot has thrown^ 

TwUl ever stick, through malice of your awn. 

Most hard ! in pleasing your chief gbry lies ; 

And yet from pleasing your chief dangers rise : 

Then please the Best; and know, for men of sense. 

Your strongest charms are native innocence. 

Art on the mind, like paint upon the face. 

Fright him, that's worth your love, from your embrace. 

In simple manners all the secret lies; 

Be kind and virtuous, you'll be blest and wise. 

Vain shexo and noise intoxicate the brain. 

Begin with giddiness, and end in pain. 

Affect not empty fame, and idle praise. 

Which, all those wretches I describe, betrays; 

Your sex's glory 'tis to shine unknown -, 

Of all applause, be fondest of your own. 

Beware the fever of the mind I that thirst 

With which the age is eminently curst : 

To drink of pleasure, but inflames desire^ 

And abstinence alone can quench the fire ; 

Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb ; 

Give peace in hand-, and promise bliss to come. 
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SATIRE VI. 



ON WOMEN. 



INSCMBED TO THE RIGHr HONOUKABU THE 

UDF ELIZABETH GERMAIN. 



loterdam tamcn <c toUit comcodia yocem* Hok. 



I SOUGHT a patroness^ but sought in vain. 
Apollo whisper'd in my ear — ** Germain/' — 
I know her not. — *^ Your reason's somewhat odd j 
" Who knows his patron, now ?'' reply'd the god. 
" Men write to me^ and to the world unknown j 
** Then steal great names, to shield them from the towiL 
" Detected worth, like beauty disarray'd, 
^ To covert flies, oi praise itself afraid : 
** Should she refuse to patronize your lays, 
*^ In vengeance write a volume in her praise. 
** Nor think it hard so great a length to run ; 
** When such the theme, 'twill easily be done.'* 
Ye fair ! to draw your excellence at length. 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human strength ; 
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You, here, in miniature your picture see ; 
Nor hope from Zincks more justice than from me« 
My portraits grace your mind, as his your side; 
His portraits will inflame, mine quench, your pride : 
He's dear, you/rugal ; choose my cheaper lay; 
And be your reformation all my pay. 

Lavinia is polite, but not profane ; 
To Church as constant as to Drury-lane. 
She decently, inform, pays heav'n its due ; 
And makes a civil visit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a solemn air. 
Conceals her face, which passes for a prayer : 
Curtsies to curtsies, then, with grace succeed ; 
Not one the fair omits, but at the Creed. 
Or if she joins the Service, 'tis to speak ; 
Thro' dreadful silence the pent heart might break ; 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away 
To God himself, and fondly think iheypray. 
But szveet their accent, and their air r^n^d; 
For they're before their Maker — and mankind: 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himself will toll the parish bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred^ 
Drusa receives her visitants in bed; 
But, chaste as ice, this Festa, to defy 
The very blackest tongue of calumny. 
When from the sheets her lovely form she lifts. 
She begs you Just wou'd turn you, while she shifts. 

Those charms are greatest which decline the sight. 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite. 
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There is no woman, where there's no reserve i 

And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers starve. 

But with a modem fair, meridian merit 

Is a fierce thing, they call a nymph of spirit. 

Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye ; 

Agd tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 

** Or if you take a lion by the beard*, 

*^ Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 

" Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Russian bear,** 

First make your will, and then converse with her. 

This lady glories in profuse expence j 

And thinks distraction is magnificence. 

To beggar her gallant, is some delight ; 

To be more fatal still, is exquisite*. 

Had ever nymph such reason to be glad ? 

In duel fell two lovers \ one run mad. 

Her foes their honest execrations pour ; 

Her lovers only should detest her more. 

Flavia is constant to her old gallant. 
And generously supports him in his want $ 
But marriage is a fetter, is a snare, 
A hell, no lady so polite can bear. 
She*s faithful, she's observant, and with pains 
Her angel-brood o( bastards she maintains. 
Nor least advantage has the fair to plead. 
But that of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 

Am ASIA hates a prude, and scorns restraint ; 
Whatever she is, she'll not appear a saint : 

=sssssssss= ,\ , 

* Shakispiarx. 
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Her soul superior flies formality ; 

So gay her air, her conduct is so free^ 

Some might suspect the nymph not aver-good-^ 

Nor would they be mistaken^ if they should. 

Unmarried Abra puts on formal airs ; 
Her cushion's thread-bare with her constant prayers* 
Her only grief is, that she cannot be 
At once engaged in prayer and charity. 
And this, to do her justice, must be said, 
•* Who would not think that Abra was a maid .*** 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed ; 
For Where's the man that's worthy of their bed? 
If no disease reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be ravish'd at threescore. 
Then she submits to venture in the dark ; 
And nothing now is wanting — but her spark. 

Lucia thinks happiness consists in state ; 
She weds an ideot, but she eats in plate. 
The goods of fortune, which her soul possess. 
Are but the ground o( unmade happiness. 
The rude material : wisdom add to this, 
Wisdom, the sole flr/{y?c^r of bliss ; 
She from herself, if so compelled by need, 
Oithin content can draw the subtle thread; 
But (no detraction to her sacred skill) 
If she can work ip gold, 'tis better still. 

IfTuLLiA had been blest with /m^her sense^ 
None could too much admire her excellence : 
But since she can make error shine so bright,, 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
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With understanding she is quite o'er-run ; 
And by too great accomplishments undone : 
With skill she vibrates her eternal tongue^ 
For ever most divinely in the wrong. 

Naked in nothing should a woman be ; 
But veil her very wit with modesty : 
Let man discover, let not her display. 
But yield her charms of mind with sweet delay. 

For pleasure formM perversely some believe. 
To make themselves important, men must grieve. 
Lesbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord. 
Pretends, the fop she laughs at, is ador'd. 
In vain she's proud of secret innocence ; 
The fact she feigns were scarce a worse offence. 

Mira, endowed with every charm to bless. 
Has no design, but on her husband's peace : 
He lov'd her much ; and greatly was he mov'd 
At small inquietudes in her he lov'd. 
•* How charming this I'' — ^The pleasure lasted long \ 
Now every day the fits come thick and strong 2 
At last he found the charmer only feign' d; 
And was diverted when he should he pain'd. 
What greater vengeance have the gods in store ? 
How tedious life, now she c^n plague no more! 
She tries a thousand arts ; but none succeed : 
She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed: 
Thus strictly prov'd this virtuous, loving wife. 
Her husband 'spam was dearer than her Ife. 

Anxious Melania rises to my view. 
Who never thinks her lover pays his due : 

VOL. I. L 
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Visit, present, tfelt, flatter, Add adOM i 

Her majesty, to i^iorfdw, tdk for tnots^ 

His wounded idrs (k)mplaint6 «t«fMl fill. 

As unoil'd hinges^ (Querulously d^rill« 

** You went last night With CtLiA to the ball/' 

You prove it false. •* Not go ! that's worst of att." 

Nothing can plea^ her, nothing dot ittfiaaie i 

And arrant contradictions are the iame. 

Her lover must be ^dk/, to please hef ^lemi i 

His mirth is in ineitpiable sin : 

For of all rivals that c^n pain hef bfeast. 

There's one, that W6iidds far deeper thttil the reM; 

To wreck her quiet j the most dreadful shelf- 

Is if her lover dares ertjoy himtelf. 

And this, because! she's exquisitely fidr s 
Should I dispute her beauty, how she'd Mtatl 
How would MfiLAHiA be surpriz'd to hear 
She's quite defqrm'd ! ddd yet the cade is clear; 
What's female beauty, but an air divine. 
Thro* which the mind's all-getitle graces dhirte ? 
They, like the sun, irradiate all between ; 
The body charms because the soul is se&n. 
Hence, men are often captives of a face. 
They know not Why^ of no peculiar grace : 
Some forms, tho' bright, no mortal n^an can beari 
Some, none resisty tho' not exceeding feir. 

Asp Asia's highly born, and nicely bred. 
Of taste refin'd, in life aiid manners read ; 
Yet reaps no fruit from hel* superior sense, 
But to be tcaz^d by her own excellence* 



lAT. Vf. THE UlriVERSAL PAUION. 147 

*^ Folks are so aukward ! Things so unpolite!" 
She's elegantly pain'd from mom till night. 
Her delicacy's shock'd whcre-e'er she goes; 
Each creature^ s impeffections are her woes^ 
Heav'n by its favour has the fair distrest. 
And pour'd such blessings — that she carCt be blest 

Ah ! why so vain, though blooming in thy springs 
Thou shining, frail, adored and wretched thing? 
Old-age xcill come y disease may come before ; 
Fifteen is full as mcxtal as threescore. 
Thy fortune, and thy charms, may soon decay : 
But grant ^ts^ fugitives prolong thehr stay. 
Their basis totters, their foundation shakes ; 
Life, that supports them, in a moment breaks » 
Then wrought into the soul let virtues shine i 
The ground eternal, as the xvork divine. 

JuLiA's^a manager ; she's bom for rule; 
And knows her wiser husband is k fool 3 
Assemblies holds, and spins the subtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fan* one's bed : 
For difficult amours can smooth the way. 
And tender letters dictate, or convey. 
But if depriv'd of such important cares. 
Her wisdom condescends to less affairs. 
For her onm breakfast she'll project a scheme. 
Nor take her tea without a stratagem ; 
IVesides o'er trifles with a serious face ; 
Important, by the virtue oi grimace. 

Ladies supreme among amusements reign; 
By nature born to sooth, and entertain. 

h 2 
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ThciT prudence in a share of fisdly fies : 
Why will they be so weak^ as to be wzsef 

Syrena is for ever in extremes. 
And with a vengeance she commends, or blames, * 
Conscious of her discernment, which is good. 
She strains too much to make it understood. 
Her judgment just, her sentence is too strong; 
Because she's right, she's ever in the wrong, 

Brunetta's wise in actions great, and rare ; 
But scorns on trijles to bestow her care. 
Thus evVy hour Brunetta is to blame. 
Because th' occasion is beneath her aim. 
Think nought a trifle, though it small appear; 
Small sands the mountain, moments make the year. 
And trifles life. Your care to trifles give, > 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 

Go breakfast with Alicia, there you'll see. 
Simplex munditiis, to the last degree : 
Unlac'd her stays, her night-gown is unty'd. 
And what she has of head-dress is aside. 
She drawls her words, 'and waddles in her pace ; 
Unwash'd her hands, and much besnuff'd her face. 
A nail imci^t, and head uncomb'd, she loves ; 
And would draw on jack-boots, as soon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen Bess's maidens might be mist; . 
Her blessed eyes ne'er saw a female ^rf. 
Lovers, beware ! to wound how can she fail 
With scarlet finger, and long jetty nail ? 

For H Y the first wit she Cannot be. 

Nor, cruel R d, the first toast, for thee. 
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Since full each other station of renown^ 
Who would not be the greatest trapes in town? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight; 
K female sloven is an odious sight. 

Fair Isabella is so fond oifame^ 
That her dear self i% hex eternal theme ; 
Through hopes of contradiction^ oft she'll say, 
" Methinks I look so wretchedly to-day !" 
When most the world applauds you, most beware ; 
Tis often less a blessing than a snare. 
Distrust mankind 'y with your own heart confer j 
And dread even there to find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raises ourrenown ; 
Our ozvn as surely blows the pageant down. 
Take up no more than you by worth can claim^ 
Lest soon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 

But own I must, in this perverted age. 
Who most deserve, can't always most engage. 
So far is worth from making glory sure. 
It often hinders what it should procure. 
Whom praise we most ? The virtuous, brave, and wise? 
No ; wretches, whom, in secret, we despise. 
And who so blind, as not to see the cause ? 
No rivals rais'd by such discreet applause ; 
And yet, of credit it lays in a store. 
By which our spleen may wound true worth the more. 

Ladies there are who think one crime is all: 
Can women, then, no way but backward fall? 
So sweet is that one crime they don't pursue. 
To pay its loss, they think all others few. 

h 3 
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Who hold that crime so dear, must sever cbin 
Of injured modesty the sacred name. 

But Clio thus : " What ! railing without e«d i 
*' Mean task ! how much moregen'rcMis la oommeaMir 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do. 
My kind inslruclory and example too. 
'^ Daphnis," says Clio, '^ has a charming eye: * 
•' What pity 'tis her shoulder is awry \ 
'^ Asr Asia's shape indeed — But then her air — 
*^ The man has parts who finds destmctioo there. 
*^ Almeria^s wit has something that's divine ; 
*' And wit's enough — how few in sdl things shiae ! 
*^ Selina serves her friends, relieves the poor*— • 
^' Who wa3 it said Selina's near threescore? 
<^ At Lye la's match I from my soid rejoice ; 
^^ The wodd congratulates so wise a dioice ; 
^' His lordship's rent-roll is eicceeding great^- 
^' But mortgages will sap die best estate. 
^^ In Sherlet's form might cbefubiais appear j 
" But then — she has z freckle on her ear.^ 
Without a huU Hortevsi a she cominendi^ 
The first of women, and the best of friends:; 
Owns her in person, wit, &me, virtue, bright: 
But how comes dbis to pass? — Bke dy*d last night. 

Thus nymphs commcaid, who yet at satire rail : 
Indeed thafs needless, if xi/cA prmsepwmX. 
And whence such pradse? Our vinilenoe is thffcywn 
On other^ &rae, thro' foodness fer our oouon. 

Of rank and riches proud, Clso&a fiowns i 

For are not conrae&akin to cnotumf 

/ 
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Her greedjr e)re« laiid her sublim? address. 
The height of 4mance and />r/(2e cpa£ss8^ 
You seek perfipPtioQS worthy of her rank ; 
609 seek for }»r perfectioas at jthe Baok* 
J^ w^B^tb wqiiefich'ily by rea^oa uncontro^I'dj 
For ever bums her sacred thirst of gold. 
As food <^£y«-p^ope» as the veriest c2/$ 
And quite as ii^uch <]ete$ted as a wit. 

Cm 8^14 <^a}m passion, w ^lake r^^z^i?^ ^hin^ ? 
Can we dig peac^^ pr wisufon^, from tb^ miae ? 
Wisdom to gold prefer; for 'tis much less 
T9f9fik9<)Hr fortune, thsin oyjac haj^ness. 
That happinc^ which great ones often s^. 
With rage and wonder^ in a low degree 5 
Themselves unbkst. The poor are ^mjljf poor; 
But what are tbey who cfr^p amid their ^tQre ? 
Nothing is meaner than a w^tch of^iate ; 
The happy only are the truly great. 
Peasants enjoy like appetites with kings ; 
And those best satisfied with cheapest thiags. 
C!ouId both our Indies buy but one new senfie. 
Our envy would be due jto large expenee. 
Since not^ those pomps which to the great belong. 
Are but poor arts to mark them irom the thrra^. 
See how they beg an alms of flattery 1 
They languish ! oh support them with ^lyeJ 
A decent competence we fiilly taste ; 
It strikes our sense, and gii^es a constant feast : 
More, we perceive by dint of thought alone; 
The rich must labour to possess their own, 

L 4 



Nor to the ^r^x <Uaoe as^ nytn^ iocts'd^ 
But every bolder vio$ of bold inwkmd^ 

O JuvENAJL ! for thy ^verier «ge J 
To lash the r^k^r fipJUe^ of our fig^. 

Are there, among the feio^e^ ofi^\» nk. 
Such faults^ at which it is 4 fault to nnilc/ 
There are. Vice, x)i>ce by fnadeU natufv: i^hmn^*d 
And /e^flf/ / w, ^i^patiates wwrtrain'di 
Without thin decency^ hfM «p t9 vkw. 
Naked «be stalks o'er l4iw md (ra^/ tP9» 
Our matrons lead sucjn e^jpamfrfftry iivf $, 
Men sigh in vain for none, but for thw wbesg 
Who wiangr tp X^free, to rang^ the moi^. 
And wed one man» to waiAtou with a aeorc. 
Abroad top kind, at bom? 'l^ 6te4ffist hate. 
And one eternal tempest of debafae. 
What foul eruptiOAs, from ^ look nsnoH flfteek I 
What thunders bursting, frooEi a dimpted ebeek ! 
T\\€\x passions bear it with a Jofty hand^ 
But then, their reason is at due commaod. 
Is there whom you fdetest, wA seek his .tife? 
Trust fio soul with the secret — hut his wife, 
JFire^ wonder that their conduct I co^mn* 
And a^, what kindred isia spouse !U> ti^em ? 

What swariPiS of am'rous gmndmothers ls(t^\ 
And misses, antient jn iniquity ' 
What blasting whispers, aod what loud declamli^} 
What lyi»g« drinking, bawding, swearing, gaming f 
Fnendship so cold, such warm incontiaesce ; 
Such griping av'rice, ^uch profuse expeiK^a ; 
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Such dead devotion^ wcfa a zeal for cfioies; 
Such licensed iU^ such oiasqueradtng tiioes ; 
Such venal faith^ such nisapply'd applause; 
Such flattered guilt» wd such mvertod law$s 
Such dissdutaoQ through the whole I fipd» 
lis not a worlds hot chaos of maiddnd. 

Smce Sufidayf havie nobidK the weflndres^d heUe 
Shines m the pew« but smiles to hear of keU; 
And casts an eye cf sweet disdain on aU> 

Who listens less to C- us. than St. Paul. 

Atheists have been buttve; sisce nature's birth. 
Till now. She-atheists ne'er appeared on ear&« 
Ye men of deep leseaiches, say, whence )^ofiga 
This daring character, io timorous thiags ? 
Who start ?X feathers^ from an mseet fly, 
A match for nothioj; — but the Deittf. 

But« not to wrong the fair, the muse must own 
In this pursuit they court not fame alone ; 
But join to that a more substantial view, 
** From thinking free, to be btt agents too/* 

They strive with their own hearts, and keep them 
down. 
In complaisance to all the fools in town. 
O how they tremble at the name oi prude! 
And die with shame at thought of being go0d ! 
For what wall Artiimis, the rich aad gay. 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs say,? 
They faeav*n <iefy, to earth's vile dregs a slave j 
Thro' cowaidice, most execrably brave* 
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With our own judgments durst we to comply. 
In virtue.should we live, in glory die. 
Rise then, ;my muse, in honest fury rise ; 
They dread a Satire, who defy the Skies. 

Atheists arb few : most nymphs a Godhead own : 
And nothing but his attributes dethrone. 
From atheists far, they stedfastly believe 

God is, and is Almighty io forgive. 

His other excellence they^l not dispute ; 

But mercy ^ sure, is his chief attribute. 

Shall pleasures of a short duration chain 

A lady's soul in everlasting pain ? 

Will the great Author us poor worms destroy. 

For now and then a sip of transient joy ? 

No, he's for ever in a smiling mood ; 

He's like themselves ; or how could he be good ? 

And they blaspheme, who blacker schemes suppose.^- 

Devoutly, thus Jehovah they depose. 

The pure ! the just! and set up, in h?s stead, 

A deity, that's perfectly well-bred. 

' " Dear T — l — n ! besure the best of men; 

" Nor thought he more, than thought great Origsn. 

•* Though once upon a time he misbehaved ; 

•* Poor Satan ! doubtless, he'll at length be sav'd. 

** Let priests do something for their One in Ten ; 

" It is their trader so'fer they're honest men. 

'* Let them cant on, since they have got the knack, 

" And dress their notions, like themselves, in black i 

" Fright us with terrors of a world unknown^ 

" From joys of this, to keep them all their otvn. 
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** Of earth's fair fruits, mdeed, they claim a fee ; . 

** But then they leave our untylKd virtue free. • 

" Virtue's a pretty thing to make a show : 

" Did ever mortal write like Rochefocaut?" 

Thus pleads the devil's fair apologist. 

And, pleading, safely enters on his list. 

Let angel*forms angelic truths maintain ; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and profane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's /are f 
Virtue made visible in outward grace ? 
She, then, that's hamited with an impious mind. 
The more she charms, the more she shocks mankind. 

But charms decline : the Fair long vigils keep : 
They sleep no more ! * Quadrille has murder'd sleep. - 
** Poor K — p ! cries Livia ; I have not been there 
" These two nights ; the poor creature will despair. 
" I hate a crowd — but to do good, you know — 
" And people of condition should bestow." 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K — p's grave matrons run; 
Now set a daughter, and now stake a son; 
Let. health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly; 
And beggar half their race — thro' charity. 

Immortal were we, or else mortal quite^ 
I less should blame this criminal delight : 
But since the gay assembly's gayest room 
Is but an upper story to some tomb, 
Methinks, we need not our short beings shun. 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 

* Shakkspkare. 
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We need not buy our ruin wWi our crwie. 
And give eternity to murder time. 

The love of gaming is the worst o( iHs ^ 
With ceaseless storms die blackened soul it filk ; 
Inveighs at heav'n, neglects die des of blood ; 
Destroys the pow r and will of doing good ; 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in disgrace. 
And, what is still more dreadful — spoils your face. 

See yonder set of thieves that live on spoil. 
The scandal, and the ruin of our isle I 
And see, (strange sight!) amid that ruffian banc^ 
A form divine high wave her snowy hand ; 
That rattles loud a small enchanted box. 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board she knocks. 
And as fierce storms, which earth's foundation shook. 
From iEoLUs's cave impetuous broke, ' 

From this small cavern a mix'd tempest flies. 
Fear, rage, convulsion, tears, oaths, blasphemies I 
For men, I mean, — ^the feir discharges none 5 
She (guiltless creature !) swears to heav'n alone. 

See her eyes start ! cheeks glow ! and muscles sweU! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 
Thus that divine one her soft nights employs f 
Thus tunes her soul to tender nuptial joys ! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed. 
And on her pillow lays her seeing head. 
With the dear images her dreams are crown'd. 
The die spins lovely, or the cards go round ; 
Imaginary ruin charms her still ; 
Her happy lord is cuckol'd by spadil: 
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And if itM'* bmngbt to bed, ^ ten to one^ 

He maikd (h6 forehead of her dtrfing son. 
O scene of hottor^ ftod of wild de^patr^ 

Why is the lich Atkii>M%* splendid heir 

Constrained to quit his antient lordly seat 

And hide his glories lit at mean retreat ? 

Why that drawn sword ? And whence that dbtnal ciy ? 

Why pale distraction thro' the family ? 

See my lord threaten^ and my lady weep. 

And trembling servants from the tempest creep. 

Why that gay son to distant regions sent ? 

What fiends that daughter's destined match pi^ent? 

Why the whole house in sudden ruin laid ? 

O nothing, but last night-^-^my lady plajfd. 
But w^mders not my Satire from my theme ? 

Is this too owing to the love of fame f 

Though now your hearts on lucre are bestowM, 

Twas first a vain devotion to the mode; 

Nor cease we Aere, since 'tis a vice so strong, 

TThe torrent sweeps all womankind along ; 

This may be said, in honour of our times. 

That none now stand distinguish^ dhy their crimes. 
If sin you must, take nature for your guide : 

iMoe has some soft excuse to sooth your pride : 

Ye fair apostates from love's antient pow'r ! 

Can nothing ravish^ but vl golden shower ? 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy seize ; 
Must Cupid learn to punt, ere he can please f 
When your're enamour'dof a lift or cast. 
What can the preacher more to make us chaste f 
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Why must strong youths unmarrjfd pine away ? : 
They find no woman disengag'd — —from play ^ 
Why pine the marrjfd — O severer fate! 
They find from play no disengaged — estate i 
Flavia, at lovers false, untouched and hard^ 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor Arria*s Bible can secure her age ; 
Her threescore years are shufimg with her page.' 
While death stands by, but till the game is done. 
To sweep that stake ^ in justice, long his own 5 
Like old cards ting'd with sulphur, she takes fire; 
Or, like snufFsunk in sockets, blazes higher. 
Ye gods'! with new delights inspire the Fair ; 
Or give us sons^ and save us from despsur. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, husbands, tradesmen, close 
In my complaint, and brand your sins in prose : 
Yet I believe, as firmly as my Creed, 
In spite of all our wisdom, you'll proceed : 
Our pride so great, our passion is so strong. 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 
I hear you cry, " This fellow's very odd." 
When you chastise, you would not kiss the rod ? 
But I've a charm your anger shall controul. 
And turn your eyes with coldness on the vole. . 

The charm begins I To yonder flood of light. 
That bursts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your sight. . 
What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your souls with awe? 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law I 
Midst empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 
Glows with the love of t;iWi/^, and of art I 
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Her favour is diffused to that degree. 
Excess of goodness ! it has dawn'd on me : 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults. 
Or godlike deeds were shown, or gen'rous thoughts. 
She smjj'd, industrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrowed lustre drew. 

* Thus the majestic mother of mankind. 
To her own charms most amiably blind. 
On the green margin innocently stood. 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chrystal flood ; 
Surveyed the stranger in the painted wave. 
And, smiling, prais'd the beauties which she gave. 

* Milton. 
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SATIRE VII. 



TO THE 



RIGHT HON. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 



Carmina turn melius, cum veaerit IriSi canemut. Viko. 

On this last labour, this my closing strain. 
Smile, Walpole ! or the Nine inspire in vain : 
To thecy 'tis due j that verse how justly thine. 
Where Brunswick's glory crowns the whole design I 
That glory, which thy counsels make so bright ; 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
Illustrious commerce, and but rarely known ! 
To givCy and take^ a lustre from the throne. 

Nor thmk that thou art foreign to my theme ; 
The fountain is not foreign to the stream. 
How all mankind will be surpriz'd, to see 
This flood of British foUy charg'd on thee ! 
Say, Britain I whence this caprice of thy sons. 
Which thro' their various ranks with fury runs ? 
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The cause is plain, a cause which we must bless; 
For caprice is the daughter of success, 
(A bad effect, but from a pleasing cause !) 
And gives our rulers undesign'd applause ; 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increase. 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 

While I survey the blessings pf our isle. 
Her arts triumphant in the royal smile. 
Her public wounds bound up, her credit high. 
Her commerce spreading sails in every sky. 
The pleasing scene recalls my theme again. 
And shews the madness of ambitious men, 
Who, fond of bloodshed, draw the murd'ring sword. 
And bum to give mankind a single lord. ^ 

The follies past are of a private kind ; 
Their sphere is small ; their mischief is confin'd : 
But daring men there are (Awake, my muse. 
And raise thy verse !) who bolder frenzy chuse j 
Who stung by glory, rave, and bound away ; 
The world their field, and humankind their prey. 

The Grecian chief, th' enthusiast of his pride. 
With rage and terror stalking by his side. 
Raves round the globe ; he soars into a god I 
Stand ^t, Olympus! and sustain his nod. 
The pest divine in horrid grandeur reigns. 
And thrives on mankind's miseries and pains. 
What slaughtered hosts! what cities in a blaze! 
What wasted countries! and what crimson seas ! 
With orphans tears his impious bowl o erflows. 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repose. 

M2 
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And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraise 
The boistVous boy, and blast his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on the storm^ 
Or famine, or volcano ? They perform 
Their mighty deeds : they, hero-like, can slay, 
And spread their ample desarts in a day. 
O great alliance ! O divine renown ! 
With dearth, and pestilence, to share the crown. 
When men extol a wild destroyer's name. 
Earth's Builder and Preserver they blaspheme. 

One to destroy, is murder by the law ; 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; 
To murder thousands, takes a specious name. 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal /ame. 

When, after battle, I the field have seen 
Spread o'er with ghastly shapes, which onqe were men j 
A nation crush'd, a nation of the brave ! 
A realm of death ! and on this side the grave ! 
Are there, said I, who from this sad survey. 
This human chaos, carry smiles away ? 
How did my heart with indignation rise I 
How honest nature swell'd into my eyes ! 
How was I shock'd to think the hero's trade 
Of such materials, fame and triumph made ! 

How guilty these ! Yet not less guilty they. 
Who reach false glory by a smoother way : 
Who wrap destruction up in gentle words. 
And bows, and smiles, more fatal than their swords; 
Who stifle nature, and subsist on art; 
Who coin the face^ and petrify the heoH ; 



lAT. VII. THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 163 

All real kindness for the shew discard^ 

As marble polish'd^ and as marble hard ; 

Who do for gold what Christians do thro* Grace, 

" With open arms their enemies embrace:" 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 

" The thinnest food on which a wretch can dine :'* 

Or, if they serve you, serve you disinclined. 

And, in their height of kindness, are unkind. 

Such courtiers were, and such again may be, 

Walpole ! when men forget to copy thee. 

Here cease, my Muse ! the catalogue is writ ; 
Nor one more candidate {ox fame admit, 
Tho* disappointed thousatids justly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boast an equal claim : 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here. 
May furnish laughter for another year. 
Then let Crisping, who was ne er refus'd 
The justice yet of being well abus'd. 
With patience wait ; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in some future strain. 

Some future strain, in which the Muse shall tell 
How science dwindles, and how volumes swell. 

How commentators each dark passage shun. 
And hold their farthing candle to the sun. 

How tortur'd texts to speak our sense are made. 
And ev*ry vice is to the scripture laid. 

How misers squeeze a young voluptuous peer ; 
His sins to Lucifer not half so dear. 

How Verres is less qualify'd to steal 
With sword and pistol, than with wax and seal. 

M 3 
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How lawyers* fees to such excess are run. 
That clients are redress'd till they Ve undone. 

How one man s anguish is another's sport ; 
And ev n denials cost us dear at court. 

How man eternally false judgments makes. 
And all his joys and sorrows are mistakes. 

This swarm of themes that settles on my pen. 
Which I, like summer flies^ shake off again. 
Let others sing ; to whom my weak essay 
But sounds a prelude, and^wints out their prey: 
That duty done, I hasten to complete 
My own design ; for Tonson's at the gate. 

The love of Fame in its effect surveyed. 
The Muse has sung ; be now the cause displayed : 
Since so diffusive, and so wide its sway. 
What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 

Shot from above, by heav'n*s indulgence, came 
This generous ardor, this uncpnquer'd flame. 
To warm, to raise, to deify, mankind. 
Still burning brightest in the noblest mind. 
By large-souFd men, for thirst of fame renowh'd. 
Wise laws were framed, and sacred arts were found; 
Desire of praise first broke the pa/no/V rest; 
And made a bulwark of the zcarrior*s breast ; 
It bids Argyle in fields and senates shine. 
What more can prove its origin divine ? 

But, oh ! this passion planted in the soul. 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole. 
The flaming minister of virtue meant. 
Set up felse gods, and wrong'd her high de|cent 
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Ambition^ hence^ exerts a doubtful force. 
Of blots, and beauties, an alternate source; 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit. 
Who thrives Upon the carcases of wit ; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is seen 
How kind a pattern Pollio might have been. 
Pursuit of feme with pedants fills our schools. 
And into coxcombs burnishes our fools-. 
Pursuit of fame makes solid learning bright. 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height ; 
That key of nature, by whose wit she clears 
Her long, long secrets of five thousand years. 

Would you then folly comprehend the whole, 
W7iy, and in what degrees, pride sways the soul? 
(For though in all, not equally, she reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my strains. 

Ye doctors ! hear the doctrine I disclose. 
As true, as if 'twere writ in dullest prose ; 
As if a lettered dunce had said, " Tis right," 
And imprimatur usherM it to light. 

Ambition, in the truly noble mind. 
With Sister-virtue is for ever join'd j 
As in fam'd Lucrece, who, with equal dread. 
From gui It, 3,nd shame, by her last conduct, fled : 
Her virtue long rebelled in firm disdain. 
And the sword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the slave was threatened to be laid 
Dead by her side, hpr Love of Fame obey'd. 

In meaner minds ambition works alone; 
But with such art puts virtue's aspect on, 

M 4 
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That not more like in feature and in mien, 
* The god and mortal in the comic scene. 
False Julius, ambush'd in this feir disguise^ 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No mask in basest minds ambition wears. 
But in full light pricks up her ass's ears: 
All I have sung are instances of this. 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiss. 
Ye vain! desist from your erroneous strife ; 
Be wise, and quit \ht false sublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone resides. 
Where justice vindicates, and wisdom guides; 
Where inward dignity joins outward state ; 
Our purpose good, as our atchievement great ; 
Where public blessings public praise attend ; 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 
Would'st thou he/am'd? Have those high deeds in view 
Brave men would act, though scandal should ensue. 

Behold a Prince I whom no swoln thoughts inflame , 
No pride of thrones, no fever after Fame ! 
But when the welfare of mankind inspires. 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires. 
Proud conquests then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, sparkle in his sight; 
Tumult and noise are dear, which with them bring 
His people's blessings to their ardent king : 
But, when those great heroic motives cease. 
His swelling soul subsides to native peace; 

* Amphitbyon. 
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From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws^ 

A sudden foe to splendor and applause ; 

Greatly deferring his arrears of fame. 

Till men and angels jointly shout his name. 

O pride celestial ! which can pride disdain ; 

O blest ambition ! which can ne er be vain. 

From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the sky. 

In whose deep womb unfathom*d waters lie, 

Here burst the Rhone ^ and sounding Po; there shine. 

In infant rills, liht Danube and the Rhine; 

From the rich store one fruitful urn supplies. 

Whole kingdoms smile, a thousand harvests rise. 

In Brunswick such a source the Muse adores^ 
Which public blessings thro* h^lf Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with such a godlike aim. 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 
George ! who in foes can soft affections raise, 
And charm envenomed Satire into praise. 

* Nor human rage alone his powV perceives. 
But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 
Ev'n storms (death's fiercest ministers !) forbear. 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to spare. 
Thus, nature's self, supporting man's decree. 
Stiles Britain* s sovereign, sovereign of the sea. 

While^eaanda/r,greatBRUNSwicK ! shook ourState, 
And sported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what she lov'd, and press'd by fear. 
Of ever losing what she held most dear, 

* The king in danger by sea. 
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How did Britannia, like * Achiiles, weep. 
And tell her sorrows to the kindred deep ! 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm. 
Strive, for Thee, with the surge, and fight the storm! 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the reahn I 
Our PALiNURUsf slept not at the helm ; 
His eye ne'er clos'd ; long since enur'd to wake. 
And out-watch ev'ry star for Brunswick's sake : 
By thwarting passions tost, by cares opprest. 
He found the tempest pictured in his breast : 
But, nowy what joys that gloom of heart dispel. 
No powVs of language — ^but his own, can tell ; 
His own, which nature and the graces form. 
At will, to raise, or hush, the civil storm. 

*H0M. Il.lib. I. 

t Eeci Deus ramum Ltthao ron madtnttm^ &c. ViRG- lib. V. 



O B E, 

OCCASZOVID BY 

HIS MAJESTY'S 

ROYAL ENCOURAGEMENT 
OF THE 

SEA SERVICE. 



I THINK Myself obliged to recommend to you a Const* 
deration of the greatest Importance; and I should look ' 
upon it as a great Happiness, if, at the Beginning of My 
Reign, I could see the Foundation laid of so great and ne- 
cessary a Work, as the Increase and Encouragement of our 
Seamen in general ; that they may be invited, rather than 
compelled by Force and Violence, to enter into the Service 
of their Country, as oft as Occasion shall require it: A 
Consideration worthy the Representatives of a People great 
and flourishing in Trade and Navigation. This leads Me 
to mention to you the case of Greenwich Hospital^ that 
Care may be taken, by some Addition to that Fund, to ren- 
der comfortable and effectual that charitable Provision, for 
the Support and Maintenance of our Seamen, worn out, and 
become decrepit by Age and Infirmities, in the Service of 
their Country. Speech, Jan. 27, 1727-8. 
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TO 



THE KING. 



M.DCC.XXVIII. 



I. 

Old Ocean's praise 

Demands my lays -, 
A truly British theme I sing; 

A theme so great, 

I dare complete^ 
And join with Ocean, OcearCs King. 

II. 

The Roman Ode 

Majestic flow'd : 
Its stream ^ivintly clear, and strong; 

In sense, and soimd, 

Thebes rolFd profound ; 
The torrentrozx'Ay and foam'd along. 



Late time shall know 

The North can glow^ 

If dread Augustus deign to smile. 

IV. 

The Naval crown 

Is all His own ! 
Our Fleet, if war^ or commerce, call. 

His will performs 

Through waves and storms. 
And rides in triumph roimd the ball. 

V. 

No former race. 

With strong embrace. 
This theme to ravish durst aspire; 

With virgin charms 

My soul it warms. 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 

VI. 

My lays I file 

With cautious toil } 
Ye graces ' turn the glowing lines ; 

On anvils neat 

Your strokes repeat ; 
At evVy stroke the work refines ! 



Parent of actions, good and brave ! 

How vice it tames ! 

And worth inflames ! 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave ! 

VIII. 

Jove mark'd for man 

A scanty span. 
But lent him wings to fly his doom ; 

Wit scorns the grave ; 

To Wit he gave 
The life of gods \ immortal bloom ! 

IX. 

Since years will fly. 

And pleasures die. 
Day after day, as years advance ; 

Since, while life lasts, 

Joy suffers blasts 
From frowning Fate^ and fickle Chance; 

X. 

Nor life is long ; 
But soon we throng. 
Like autumn leaves, death's pallid shore 



Our strains divide 

The laureFs pride ; 
With those we lift to life, to live ; 

By fame enroll'd 

With heroes bold. 
And share the blessings which we give. 

XII. 

What hero's praise 

Can fire my lays, 
Like His, with whom my lay begun ? 

" Justice sincere^ 

" And courage clear, 
" Rise the two columns of his throne. 

XIII. 

" How form'd for sway ! 

" Who look, obey; 
" They read the monarch in his port: 

" Their love and awe 

" Supply the law s 
•' And his own lustre makes the court :" 

XIV. 

On yonder height. 

What golden light 
Triumphant shines? And shines alone? 

Unrivaird blaze ! 

ITie nations gaze ! 
' 1 is not the Sun ; 'tis Britain* s throne. 



Rear'd high in air. 

Should tempests rise, disdains to b< 
Like British oak, 
Derides the stroke; 

His blooming honours far extend ! 

XVI. 

Beneath them lies. 

With lifted eyes, 
Fair Albion^ like an amorous maid : 

While interest wings 

Bold foreign Kings 
To fly, like eagles, to his shade. 

XVII. 

At his proud foot 
The sea^ pour'd out. 

Immortal nourishment supplies ; 
Thence xcealth and statCy 
And power SLudfatey 

Which Europe reads in George's < 

XVIII. 

From what we view, 

We take the clue. 
Which leads from great to greater 1 

Men doubt no more. 

But gods adore, 
When such resemblance shines in 1 
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III. 

Let ThebeSy nor Borne, 
So fam'd, presume 

To triumph o'er a northern isle : 
Late time shall know 
The North can glow. 

If dread Augustus deign tf 

IV. 

The Naval crown 

Is all His own ! 
Our Fleet, if war, or o 

His will perform 

Through wave 
And rides in triumph 

V 

No former r 

With stron 
This theme to ra^ 

With virr 

My soul 
And melts rael 



Myh 

Witl 
Ye graces * 

Or 
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EPISTLE I. 



TO 



MR. POPE. 



Whilst you at Twickenham plan the future wood. 

Or turn the volumes of the wise and good. 

Our senate meets; at parties, parties bawl. 

And pamphlets stun the streets, and load the stall ; 

So rushing tides bring things obscene to light. 

Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs swim in sight 3 

The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns. 

And Cod R us' prose works up, and Lico's strains. 

Lo ! what from cellars rise, what rush from high^ 

Where speculation roosted near the sky ; 

Letters, Essays, Sock, Buskin, Satire, Song, 

And all the Garret thunders on the throng ! 

O Pope ! I burst ; nor can, nor will refrain j 
I'll write; let others, in their turn, complain : 
Truce, truce, ye Vandals ! my tormented ear 
Less dreads a pillory than a pamphleteer ; 
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IVe heard myself to death ; and, plagu*d each hour. 
Shan't I return the vengeance in my pow'r ? 

For who can write the true absurd like me ? 

Thy pardon, Codrus ! who, I mean, but thee? 

Pope ! if like mine, or Codrus', were thy style. 
The blood of vipers had not stain 'd thy file; 
Merit less solid, less despite had bred ; 
They had not bity and then they had not bkd. 
Fame is a public mistress, none enjoys. 
But, more or less, his rival's peace destroys ; 
Wii\i fame y in just proportion, envy grows; 
The man that makes a character, makes foes : 
Slight, peevish insects round a genius rise. 
As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To shew they live) they flutter, and they sting : 
But as by depredations wasps proclaim 
The Surest fruit, so these the fairest fame. 

Shall we not censure all the motley train. 
Whether with ale irriguous, or champaign ? 
Whether they tread the vale of prose, or climb. 
And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhyme ; 
The college sloven, or embroidered spark ; 
The purple prelate, or the parish clerk ; 
The quiet quidnunc^ or demanding prig ; 
The plaintiff tory, or defendant whig ; 
Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or sad ; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad ; 
Profoundly dull, or shallowly polite ; 
Men that read well, or men that only writer 
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IHiether peers^ porters, taylors, tune tbe reeds. 

And measuring words to measuring shapes succeeds ^ 

For bankrupts, write, when ruin'd shops are shut. 

As maggots crawl from out a perish'd nut. 

His hammer this, and that his trowel quits. 

And, wanting sense for tradesmen, serve for wits. 

By thriving men subsists each other trade ; 

Of every broken craft a Writer's made : 

Thus his material. Paper, takes its birth 

From tatter'd rags of all the stuff on earth. 

Hail, fruitful isle ! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old song : 
Thee well a land of liberty we name. 
Where all are free to scandal and to shame ; 
Thy sons, by print, may set their hearts at ease. 
And be mankind's contempt, whene'er they please ; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abject sense 
Is unperceiv*d, but when it gives offence : 
This heavy prose our injured reason tires ; 
Their verse immoral kindles loose desires : 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime. 
Our sport and pity, punishment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our Authors on 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 
One loses his estate, and down he sits 
To shew (in vain !) he still retains his wits : 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen ; 
He writes as an Hypnotic for the spleen : 
Some write confin'd by physic ; some, by debt ; 
Some, for 'tis Sunday iMmt^ because 'tis wet; 
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Through private pique some do the public right. 
And love their king and country out of spite : 
Another writes because his father writ. 
And proves himself a bastard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound? 
Neither : Why write then ? He wants twenty pound : 
His belly, not his brains, thus impulse give ; 
He'll grow immortal ; for he cannot live : 
He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream. 
With no provision made, but of his theme; 
Perhaps a title has his fancy smit. 
Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit : 
He writes, in inspiration puts his trust, 
Tho* wrong his thoughts, the^e^dlf will make them just; 
Genius directly from the ^od> descends. 
And who by labour would distrust \i\s friefids ? 
Thus having reasoned with consummate skill. 
In immortality he dips his quill : 
And, since blank paper is deny'd the press. 
He mingles the whole alphabet by guess : 
In various sets, which various words compose. 
Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning knows. 

So sounds spontaneous from the Sibyl broke. 
Dark to herself the wonders which she spoke ; 
The priests found out the meaning, if they cou'd ; 
And nations star'd at what none understood. 

Clod 10 dress'd, danc'd, drank, visited, (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal soul !) 
Oft have I said, *^ Awake ! exist ! and strive 
•' For birth ; nor think to loiter is to live !" 
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As oft I overheard the damon say. 

Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, 

^^ r II meet thee, youth, at White's :"The youth replies, 

" ril meet thee there,*' and falls his sacrifice ; 

His fortune squandered, leaves his virtue bare 

To ev'ry bribe, and blind to ev'ry snare : 

Clod 10 for bread his indolence must quit. 

Or turn a soldier, or commence a wit. 

Such heroes have we ! all, but life, they stake; 

How must Spain tremble, and the German shake ! 

Such writers have we ? all, but sense, they print ; 

Ev'n George's praise is dated from the Mint. 

In arms contemptible, in arts profane. 

Such swords, such pens, disgrace a monarch's reign. 

Reform your lives before you thus aspire. 

And steal (for you can steal) celestial fire. 

O ! the just contrast ! O the beauteous strife ! 
TTwixt their cool writings^ and pindaric life : 
They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire; 
TTiey cheat the lender, and their works the buyer. 

I reverence misfortune, not deride ; 
I pity poverty, but laugh at pride : 
For who so sad, but must some mirth confess 
At gay Castruchio's miscellaneous dress? 
Though there's but one of the dull works he wrote. 
There's ten editions of his old lac'd coat. 

Tliese, nature's commoners, who want a home. 
Claim the wide world for their majestic dome ; 
They make a private study of the street ; 
And looking full on every man they meet. 
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Run souse against his chaps ; who stands amaz*d 
To find they did not see, but only gaz'd. 
How must these bards be rapt into the skies ! 
You need not ready you feel their ecfiasies. 

Will they persist ? Tis madness ; Untot, run. 

See them confin'd ^' O that's akeady done.** 

Most, as by leases, by the works they print. 
Have took, for life, possession of the Mint. 
If you mistake, and pity these poor men. 
Est UlubriSi they cry, and write again. 

Such wits theu: nuisance manfully expose. 
And then pronounce just judges learning's foes $ 
O frail conclusion ; the reverse is true ; 
If foes to learning, they'd be friends to you : 
Treat them, ye judges ! with an honest scom^ 
And weed the cockle from the generous com : 
There's true good-nature in your disrespect i 
In justice to the good, the bad neglect: 
For immortality, if hardships plead. 
It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But, O ! what wisdom can convince a fool. 
But that 'tis dulness to conceive him dull ? 
•Tis sad experience takes the censor's part. 
Conviction, not fix)m reason, but from smart. 

A virgin-author, recent firom the press. 
The sheets yet wet, applauds his great success ; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed. 
Those in his hand, and glory in his head ; 
Tls joy too great 5 a fever of delight ! 
His heart beats thick, nor close his eyes all night : 
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But rising the next mom to clasp his hme. 
He finds that without sleeping he could dream : 
So sparks^ they say, take goddesses to bed^ 
And find next da]^ the devil in their stead. 

In vain advertisements the town o'erspread ; 
They're epitaphs, and say the work is dead. 
Who press for fame, but small recruits will raise ; 
Tis volunteers alone can give the bays. 

A famous author visits a great man. 
Of his immortal work displays the plan. 
And says, ^^ Sir, I'm your fiiend ; all fears dismiss ; 
*^ Your glory, and my own, shall live by this; 
** Your pow'r is fixt, your fame through time conveyM, 
" And Britain Europe's Queen — ^if I am paid." 
A Statesman has his answer in a trice ; 
^^ Sir, such a genius is beyond all price ; 
" What man can pay for this?" — away he turns; 
His work is folded, and his botom bums : 
His patron he will patronize no more ; 
But rushes like a tempest out of door. 
Lost is the patriot, and extinct his name I 
Out comes the piece, another, and the same; 
For J, his magic pen evokes an O, 
And turns the tide of Europe on the foe : 
He rams his quill with scandal, and with scoff; 
But 'tis so very foul, it won't go off: 
Dreadful his thunders, while unprmted, roar ; 
But when once publish'd, they are heard no more. 
Thus distant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw. 
The block's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 
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Can those oblige, whose heads and hearts are such? 
No; every party's tainted by their touch. 
Infected persons fly each public place ; 
And none, or enemies alone, embrace : 
To the foul fiend their every passion's sold : 
They love, and hate, extempore^ for gold : 
What image of their fury can we form ? 
Dulness and rage, a puddle in a storm. 
Rest they in peace ? If you arc pleas'd to buy^ 
To swell your sails, like iMpland winds, they fly : 
Write they with rage ? TTie tempest quickly flags i 
A State-Ulysses tames 'em with his bags ; 
Let him be what he will, Turk^ Pagauy Jew: 
- For Christian ministers of state are few. 

Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head. 
That pours his politics through pipes of lead^ 
Which far and near ejaculate, and spout 
O'er tea and coffee, poison to the rout : 
But when they have bespatter'd all they may. 
The statesman throws his filthy squirts away ! 

With golden forceps, these, another takes. 
And state elixirs of the vipers makes. 

The richest statesman wants wherewith to pay 
A servile sycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it costs the wretch to be so base ; 
Nor can the greatest pow'rs enough disgrace. 
Enough chastise, such prostitute applause. 
If well they weigh how much it stains their cause. 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 
Does virtue ne'er seduce the venal tongue ? 
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Yes; if well-brib'd, for virtue self they fight ; 
Still in the wrong, tho' champions for the right : 
Whoe'er their crimes for interest only quit. 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 

Nought but inconstancy Britannia meets. 
And broken faith in their abandoned sheets; 
From the same hand how various is the page ! 
What civil war their brother pamphlets wage ! 
Tracts battle tracts, self-contradictions glare ; 
Say, is this lunacy? — I wish it were. 
If such our writers, startled at the sight. 
Felons may bless their stars they cannot write ! 

How justly Proteus' transmigrations fit 
The monstrous changes of a modem wit ? 
Now, such a gentle stream of eloquence 
As seldom rises to the verge of sense ; 
Now, by made rage, transformed into a^ame. 
Which yet fit engines, well apply'd can tame; 
Now^ on immodest trash, the swine obscene^ 
Invites the town to sup at Drury-lane-^ 
A dreadful lion, now he roars at pow'r. 
Which sends him to his brothers at the Tow*r ; 
He's now a serpent, and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay licks, the feet of those he stung ; 
What knot can bind him, his evasion such ? 
One knot he well deserves, which might do much. 

The flood, flame, swine, the lion, and the snake. 
Those fivefold monsters, modern authors make : 
The Snake reigns most ; Snakes, Pliny says, are bred 
When the brain's perish'd in a human head. 
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A grov'ling, trodden, whipt, stript, turncoat things. 
Made up of venom, volumes, stains, and stings ! 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge^ like you, curst 
To scribble in the dust, was Snake the first. 

What if iick^ figure should in^iirt prove true ! 
It did in El ken ah, why not in you ? 
Poor Elkenah, all other changes past. 
For bread in Smitl{field dragons hist at last. 
Spit streams of fire to make the butchers gape. 
And found his manners suited to his shape : 
Such is the fate of talents misapply'd ; 
So liv'd your Prototype ; and so he dy'd. 

Th' abandoned manners of our writing train 
May tempt mankind to think religbn vain ; 
But in their hie, their habit, and their mien. 
That gods there are is eminently seen : 
Heav*n stands absolved by vengeance on their pen. 
And marks the murderers of fame from men : 
Through meagre jaws they draw their venal breatb. 
As ghastly as their brothers in Macbeth : 
Their feet through friithless leather meet the dirt. 
And oft'ner changed their principles than shirt. 
The transient vestments of these frugal men. 
Hastens to paper for our mirth again : 
Too soon (O merry-melancholy fate !) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate : 
The man lampooned forgets it at the sight ; 
The friend through pity gives, the foe through spite ; 
And though full conscious of his injured purse, 
LiNTOT relents, nor Curll can wish them worse. 



TO UK^ POPE. 191 

So fare the men^ who writers dare commence 
Without their patent^ probity^ and sense. 

From these, their politics our quidnuncs seek^ 
And Saturday's the learning of the week : 
These labouring wits, like paviours, mend our ways. 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat, essays ; 
Ram their coarse nonsense down, though ne'er so dull ; 
And hem at every thump upon your skull : 
These staunch-bred writing hounds begin to cry. 
And honest folly echoes to the lye. 
O how I laugh, when I a blockhead see. 
Thanking a \dllain for his probity ; 
Who stretches out a most respectful ear. 
With snares for woodcocks m his holy leer : 
It tickles through my soul to hear the cock'% 
Sincere encomium on his friend the^bx. 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights ! 
While graceless Reynard listens — till he bites. 

As when the trumpet sounds, th' overloaded state 
Discharges all her poor and profligate ; 
Climes of all kinds dishonoured weapons wield. 
And prisons pour their filth into the field ; 
Thus nature's refuse, and the dregs of men. 
Compose the black militia of the pen. 
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FROM 



OXFORD. 



^IX write at London; shall the rage abate 
fHere, where it most should shine, the Muses seatf 
Where, mortal or immortal, as they please. 
The leam*d may chuse eternity, or ease? 
Has not a* Royal Patron wisely strove 
To woo the muse in her Athenian grove? 
Added new strings to her harmonious shell. 
And giv'n new tongues to those who spoke so well ? 
Let these instruct, with truth's illustrious ray. 
Awake the world, and scare our owls away. 

Mean while, O friend ! indulge me> if I give 
Some needful precepts how to write, and live! 
Serious should be an author's final views ; 
Who write for pure amusement, ne'er amuse. 

An Author ! 'Tis a venerable name ! 
How few deserve it, and what numbers claim ! 

* His late Majesty's bene&ction for modem language 
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Unblest with sense above their peers refioM, 
Who shall stand up, dictators to mankind ? 
Nay who dare shine^ if not in virtue's cause ? 
That sole proprietor of just applause. 

Ye restless men, who pant for lettered praise. 
With whom would you consult to gain the bays ? — 
With those great authors whose fam'd works you read i| 
Tis well : go, then, consult the laurell'd shade. 
What answer will the laurell'd shade return ? 
Hear it, and tremble ! he commands you bum 
The noblest works his envy'd genius writ. 
That boast of nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as 'tis a truth most dread. 
Woe to the page which has not that to plead ! 
Fontaine and Chaucer^ dying, wished unwrote. 
The sprightliest efforts of iheir wanton thought : 
Sidney and Waller ^ brightest sons of fame. 
Condemn the charm of ages to the flame : 
And in one point is all true wisdom cast. 
To think that early we must think at last. 

Immortal wits, ev'n dead^ break nature's laws. 
Injurious still to virtue's sacred cause ; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot^ 
(Reversed ambition !) pant to he forgot. 

Thus ends your coniitd fame: does lucre then^ 
The sacred thirst of gold, betray your pen ? 
In prose 'tis blameable, in verse 'tis worse. 
Provokes the muse, extorts Jpolb's curse : 
His sacred influence never should be sold : 
Tis arrant Simony to sing for gold : 

VOL. I. Q 
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Tis immortality should fire your mind ; 
Scorn a less paymaster than all mankind. 

If bribes you seek, know this, ye writing tribe f 
Who writes for virtue has the largest bribe : 
All's on the party of the virtuous man ; 
The good will surely serve him, if they can ; 
The bad, when interest, or ambition guide. 
And 'tis at once their interest and their priir/ifr 
But should both fail to take him to their care. 
He boasts a greater friend, and both may spare. 

Letters to man uncommon light dispense ; 
And what is virtue but superior sense? 
In parts and learning you who place your pride. 
Your faults are crimes, ^(?ttr crimes are double-dy'd. 
What is a scandal of the first renown. 
But lettered knaves, and atheists in a gown? 

'Tis harder far to please than give offence ; 
The least misconduct damns the brightest sense ; 
Each shallow pate, that cannot read your name. 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impressions deep 
On those, that o'er a page of Milton sleep : 
Nor in their dullness think to save your shame. 
True, these are fools ; but wise men say the same. 

Wits are a despicable race of men. 
If they confine their talents to the pen ; 
When the man shocks us, while the writer shines. 
Our scorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence some dispense. 
And play the fool, because they're men of sense* 
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What instances bleed recent in each thought^ 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought ! 
Against their wills what numbers ruin shun. 
Purely through want of wit to be undone ! 
Nature has shewn, by making it so rare. 
That wiV's a jewel which we need not wear. 
Of plain sound sense life's current coin is made ; 
With that we drive the most substantial trade. 

Prudence protects and guides us; wit betrays; 
A splendid source of ill ten thousand ways; 
A certain snare to miseries immense ; 
A gay prerogative from common sense ; 
Unless strong judgment that wild thing can tame. 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the best. 
Sense fills your head, and genius fires your breast ; 
Yet still forbear : your wit (consider well) 
Tis great to shew, but greater to conceal ; 
As it is great to seize the golden prize 
Of place or power; but greater to despise. 

If still ypu languish for an author's name. 
Think private merit less than public fame. 
And fancy not to write is not to live ; 
Deserve and take, the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is ; how dear 'twill cost. 
To write one page which you may justly boast. 

Sense may be good, yet not deserve the press ; 
Who write, an awful character profess; 
The world as pupil of their wisdom claim. 
And for their stipend an immortal fame ; 
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Nothing but what is solid or refin'd. 

Should dare ask public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit : 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 
No writer, fam'd in your own way, pass o'er; 
Much trust example, but reflection more: 
More had the ancients writ, they more had taught ; 
Which shews some work is left for modem thought. 

This weigh'd, perfection know ; and, known, adore ; 
Toil, burn for that ; but do not aim at more ; 
Above, beneath it, the just limits fix; 
And zealously prefer four lines to six. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write again. 
And for its swiftness ne*er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockies that Nezvmarket praise. 
Slow runs the Pegasus that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay. 
Is just and wise ; for less is thrown away. 
Time only can mature the labouring brain ; 
Time is the father, and the midwife pain : 
The same good sense that makes a man excel. 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written welL 
Downright impossibilities they seek; 
What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excuse no fault ; though beautiful, 'twill harm ; 
One fault shocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands correctness ; Addison 
And you this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found. 
The whole is mortal, if a part\ xmsound. 
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He that strikes out, and strikes not out the best. 
Pours lustre in^ and dignifies the rest : 
Give e'er so little, of what's right be there. 
We praise for what you burn, and what you spare: 
The part you bum, smells sweet before the shrine,. 
And is as incense to the part divine. 

VioY frequent write, though you can do it well; 
Men may too oft, though not too much, excel. 
A few good works gain fame ; more sink their prica ; 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 
They granted you write well, what can they mor. > 
Unless you let them praise for giving o'er? 

Do boldly what you do, and let your page 
Smile, if it smiles, and if it rages, rage. 
So faintly Lucius censures and commends. 
That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 

Let satire less engage you than applause -, 
It shews a gen'rous mind to wink at flaws : 
Is genius yours ? be yours a glorious end. 
Be your king'Sy country's, truth's, religions friend ; 
The public glory by your own beget ; 
Run nations, run posterity, in debt. 
And since thie fam'd alone make others live. 
First have that glory you presume to give. 

If satire charms, strike faults, but spare the man : 
'Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high ; 
Round your own fame the fatal splinters fly. 
As the soft plume gives swiftness to the dart. 
Good breeding sends the satire to the heart. 
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Painters and surgeons may the structure scan ; 
Genius and morals be with you the man : 
Defaults in those alone should give offence ! 
Who strikes the person, pleads his innocence. 
My narrow-minded satire can't extend 
To Codrus* form ; I'm not so much his friend ; 
Himself should publish that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, shorty thin, or ht. 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
Is that call'd humour ? It has this pretence, 
*Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or sense. 
Unless you boast the genius of a Sivi/t, 
Beware of humour, the dull rogue's last shift. 

Can others write like you ? Your task give o'er, 
'Tis printing what was publish'd long before. 
If nought peculiar through your labours run. 
They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frequently, think close, read nature, turn 
Mens manners o'er, and half your volumes bum ; 
To nurse with quick reflection be your strife, 
Thoughts born from present objects, warm from life : 
When most unsought, such inspirations rise. 
Slighted by fools, and cherish'd by the wise : 
Expect peculiar fame from these alone ; 
These make an author, these are all your own. 

Life, like their Bibles, coolly men turn o'er; 
Hence unexperienc'd children of threescore. 
True, all men think of course, as all men dream ; 
And if they slightly think, 'tis much the same. 
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Letters admit not of a half-renown ; 
They give you nothings or they give a craunu 
No work e'er gain'd true fame, or ever can. 
But what did honour to the name of man. 

Weighty the subject^ cogent the discourse^ 
Clear be the style, the very sound of force ; 
Easy the conduct, simple the design. 
Striking the moral, and the soul divine : 
Let nature art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 
0*er learning reason reign ; o'er that, your Creed : 
Thus virtue^s seeds, at once, and laurel's, grow ; 
Do thus, and rise a Pojpe, or a Despreau : 
And when your genius exquisitely shines. 
Live up to the full lustre of your lines: 
Parts but expose those men who virtue quit : 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 
And they plead Lucifer s detested cause. 
Who for bare tallents challenge our applause. 
Would you restore just honours to the pen? 
From able writers rise to worthy men. 

" Who*s this with nonsense, nonsense would restrain ? 
" Who's this (they cry) so vainly schools the vain? 
" Who damns our trash, with so much trash replete ? 
•* As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at meat?" 

Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt. 
And challenge all mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge Examens overwhelm my page. 
And darken reason with dogmatic rage ? 
As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme. 
In prose a duller could excuse the crime : 

o 4 



200 XPI8TLE II. 

Sure, next to writing, the most idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we sing. 

At that tribunal stands the writing tribe. 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe : 
Time is the judge ; Time has nor friend nor foe ; 
False fame must whither and the true will grow. 
Arm*d with this truth, all critics I defy ; 
For if I fall, by my own pen I die 5 
While snarlers strive with proud but fruitless pain. 
To wound immortals, or to slay the slain. 

Sore prest with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets levell'd at my head, 
Thus have I forg'd a buckler in my brab, 
Of recent form, to serve me this campaign: 
And safely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Delug'd with ink, and sleep behind my shield; 
Unless dire Codrus rouses to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me^ — ^for a day. 

As turns a flock of geese, and, on the green. 
Poke out their foolish necks in awkward spleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage !) to hiss, not bite. 
So war their quills, when sons o( dullness write* 



P^R^PHR^SE 



ON PART OF THE 



BOOK OF JOB. 



PARAPHRASE 



ON PART OF THE 



BOOK OF JOB''. 



X HRICE happy Job f long Hv'd in Regal state. 
Nor saw the sumptuous East a prince so great; 
Whose worldly stores in such abundance flowed. 
Whose heart with such exalted virtue glow'd. 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign. 
And ills on ills succeed; a dreadful train! 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong. 
The sword wide-wasting, the reproachful tongue. 



* It is disputed amongst the critics who was the author of the 
book of Job\ some give it to Moses, some to others. As I was en- 
gaged in this little performance, some arguments occurred to me 
which &vour the former of those opinions: which arguments I have 
flung into the following notes, where little else is to be expected* 

t The Almighty's speech, chapter xxxviii, &r. which is what I 
paraphrase in this little work, b by much the finest part of the no- 
blest and most ancient Poem in the world. Bishop Patrick says, its 
grandeur is as much above all other poetry, asithunder is louder than 
a whisper. In order to set this distinguished part of the poem in a 
fuller light, and give the reader a clearer conception of it, I have 

abridged 
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And spotted plagues^ that roark'd his limbs all o er 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more ? 
A change so sad what mortal heart could bear? 
Exhausted woe had left him nought to fear ; 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he prest. 
Wept in the dust, and sorely smote his breast. 
His friends around the deep affliction moum'd. 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan returned ; 
In anguish of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And seven long days in solemn silence spent ; 
A debt of rev'rence to distress so great! 
Then Job contain'd no more ; but curs'd his hte. 
His day of birth, his inauspicious light 
He wishes sunk in shades of endless night, 

abridged the preceding and subsequent parts of the poem, and jobed 
them to it; so that this piece is a sort of an epitome of the whole 
book of /o^. 

I use the word ^arafihrase, because I want another whidi might 
better answer to the uncommon liberties I have taken. I have omit- 
ted, added, and transposed. The mountain, the comet, ^he smi, and other 
parts, are entirely added: those upon ^^ peacock, the Uon, &c. are much 
enlarged ; and I have thrown the whole into a method more suited to 
our notions of regularity. The judicious, if they compare this piece 
. with the original, will, I flatter myself, find the reasons for the great 
liberties I have indulged myself in through the whole. 

Lmglmu has a chapter on interrogations, which shews that they con- 
tribute much to the sublime. This speech of the Almighty is made up 
of them. Interrogation seems indeed the proper style of majesty in- 
censed. It differs from other manner of reproof, as bidding a person 
execute himself, does firom a common execution; ibr he that asks the 
guilty a proper question, makes him, in effect, pass sentence oo 
himself. 




-n/^^i/yK¥j.-. 
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And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, instant deafh ; impatient for the grave. 
That seat of bliss, that mansion of repose. 
Where rest and mortals are no longer foes ; 
Wheire comisellors are hush'd, and mighty kings 
(O bappy turn !) no more are wretched thbgs. 

l£^ words were daring, and displeas'd his friends ; 
ifll^onduct they reprove^ and he defends ; 
4ittd now they kindled into warm debate, 
lidjl^^ntiments opposed with equal heat; 
Sfe'd iA opinion; both refuse to yield, * 
4lid':namion all their reason to the field : 
Upel^l^ at length their arguments were wrought, 
^Kkty f^aich'd the last extent of human thought : 
4|B..puiae ensu'd. — ^When, lo ! Heav'n interposed, 
i^id awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Rdl q^'er their heads, with terrible surprize, 
A'todden whirlwind blackened all the skies : 
(I%€y saw, and trembled * !) From the darkness broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty spoke. 

Who gives his tongue a loose so bold and vain, 
CSmsures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 
]u(b up his thoughts against me from the dust, 
jijpd tells the World's Creator what is just ? 

-' * Tlie book of J9S is well knovm to be dramalic, and, like the 
iimpefiet of M Greece, it fiction built on truth. Probably this mott 
ibUe part of it, the Almighty speaking out of the whirlwind (00 suit^ 
(■Ue to the after-piece of the GreeJt stage, when there happened digmts 
waiffiir mdMs) is fictitious; bat is a fictiop more agreeable to the time 
in wbicb M lived, than to any uoce. Frequent before the Law were 
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Of late so brave, now lift a dauntless eye. 
Face my demand, and give it a reply : 
Where did'st Thou dwell at nature's early birdi i 
Who laid foundations for the spacious earth f 
Who on its surface did extend the line. 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the comer-stone ? What hand, deckffe. 
Hung it on nought, and fastened it on air; 
When the bright morning stars in concert sung. 
When heav'n's high arch with loud hosannas rung } 
When shouting sons of God the triumph crown'd. 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the sound ? 
Earth's numVous kingdoms^ hast Thou view'd them all! 
And can thy span of knowledge grasp the ball ? 
Who heav'd the mountain, which sublimely stands. 
And casts its shadow into distant lands ? 

Who, ftretching forth his sceptre o*er the deep. 
Can that wide world in due subjection keep ? 
I broke the globe, I scoop'd its hollow side. 
And did a bason for the floods provide ; 
I chained them with my word ; the boiling sea. 
Worked up in tempests, hears my great decree ; 
" * Thus far, thy floating tide shall be conveyed; 
" And here, O main, be thy proud billows stayed." 



the appearances of the Almighty after this manner, Exod. c. xiz^ 
Exik, c. i. &c. Hence is He said to dwell in thick dariaeu : Anditnt 
kis way in the whirlwind, 

* There is a very great air in all that precedes, but this is signaHj 
«iblime. We are struck with admiration to see the vast and ungo* 

vemabk 
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Hast thou exptorM the secrets of the deep. 
Where, shut from use, unnumbered treasures sleep ? 
Where, down a thousand fiathoms from the day. 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the sea? 
Those gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread. 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 

Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to Thee ? 
Death's inmost chambers didst Thou ever see ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
To the black portal through th' incumbent shade ? 
Deep are those shades ; but shades still deeper hide 
My counsels from the ken of human pride. 

Where dwells the light ? In what refulgent dome ? 
And where has darkness made her dismal home ? 
Thou know'st, no doubt, since thy large heart is fraught 
With ripen'd wisdom, through long ages brought ; 
Since nature was call'd forth when Thou wast by. 
And into being rose beneath thine eye ! 

Are mists begotten? Who their father knew ? 
From whom descend the pearly drops of dew ? 
To bind the stream by night, what hand can boast. 
Or whiten morning with the hosry frost ? 
Whose pow'rful breath, from northern regions blown. 
Touches the sea, and turns it into stone ? 

vernable ocean receiving commands, and punctually obeying them • 
to find it like a managed horse, raging, tossing, and foaming, but by 
the rule and direction of its master. This passage yields in sublimity 
to that of Let there be light, &c. so much only, as the absolute govern- 
ment of nature yields to the creation of it. 

The like spirit in these two passages Is no bad concurrent argument 
tbat Mtet if author of the book oiJoh. 
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A sudden desart spreads o'er realms de&c'd. 
And lays one half of the creation waste ? 

Thou know^st Me not ; Thy blindness cannot see 
How vast a distance parts thy God from Thee. 
Canst Thou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? Canst Thou 
In clouds and darkness wrap thy awfiil brow ? 
And^ when day triumphs in meridian light. 
Put forth thy hand, and shade the world with nights 

Who launched the clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Suspended seas aloft, from pole to pole ? 
Who can refresh the burning sandy plain. 
And quench the summer with a waste of rain ? 
Who, in rough desarts, far from human toil. 
Made rocks bring forth, and desolation smile ? 
There blooms the rose, where human face ne'er shone. 
And spreads its beauties to the sun alone. 

To check the show'r, who lifts his hand on high. 
And shuts the sluices of th' exhausted sky. 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping vdns. 
Her naked mountains, and her russet plsuns ; 
But, new in life, a chearful prospect yields 
Of shining rivers and of verdant fields; 
When groves and forests lavish all their bloom. 
And earth and heav n are fill'd with rich perfume ? 

Hast thou e'er scaFd my wintry skies, and seen 
Of hail and snows my northern magazine i 
These the dread treasures of mine anger are. 
My funds of vengeance for the day of war. 
When clouds rain death, and storms, at my commandt 
Rage through the World, or waste a guilty land. 
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Who taught the rapid winds to fly so fast. 
Or shakes the centre with his eastern blast ? 
Who from the skies can a whole deluge pour? 
Who strikes through nature with the solemn roar 
Of dreadflil thundery points it where to fall. 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ? 
Not he who trembles at the darted fires. 
Falls at the sound, and in the flash expires. 

Who drew the comet out to such a size. 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the skies ? 
IMd Thy resentment hang him out ? Does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce, from Thee ? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein. 
That guides the stars along th' ethereal plain ? 
Appoint their seasons, and direct their course. 
Their lustre brighten, and supply their force ? 
Canst Thou the skies benevolence restrain. 
And cause the Pleiades to shine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion sparkles from his sphere. 
Thaw the cold season, and unbind the year ? 
Bid Mazzaroth his destin'd station know. 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow ? 
Mine is the nighty with all her stars ; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reserve in store. 

Dost Thou pronounce where day-light shall be born. 
And draw the purple curtain of the mom ; 
Awake the sun^ and bid him come away. 
And glad thy world with his obsequious ray ? 
Hast Thou, inthron'd in flaming glory, driven 
Triumphant round the spacious ring of heav*n ? 

VOL. I. p 
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That pomp of light, what hand so f^f dLsptajAi 
That distant earth lies basking in the bhuse i 

Who did the soul with her rich powers invest^ 
And light up reason in the human breast? 
To shine, with fresh increase of lustre, bright 
When stars and sun are set in endless night? 
To these my various questions make reply, 
Th' Almighty spoke ; and, speaking, Aook the sky. 

What then, Chaldaan Sire, was thy surpri^ ! 
Thus Thou, with trembling heart, and down-cast eyes* 
^' Once and again, which I in groans deplore^ 
^* My tongue has err'd ; but shall presume no moie« 
^^ My voice is in eternal silence bound, 
^^ And all my soul falls prostrate to the ground/' 

He ceas'd: When lo! again th' Almighty spoke : 
The same dread voice from the black whirlwmd brcdte. 

Can that arm measure with an arm divine ? 
And canst thou thunder with a voice like Mine ? 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-spreading miun^ 
When, mad with tempests, all the billows rise 
In all their rage, and dash the distant skies ? 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence array'd ; 
And be the grandeur of thy pow'r displayed i 
Put on omnipotence, and, frowning, make 
The spacious round of the creation shake ; 
Dispatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low. 
And crumble them to dust. Wlien This is done, 
I grant thy safety lodg'd in Thee alone ; 
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Of Thee Thou art, and may'st undaunted stand 
Behind the buckler of thine own right-hand. 

Fond man ! the vision of a moment made ! 
Dream of a dream ! and shadow of a shade ! 
What worlds hast Thou produced, what creatures 

fram'd; 
What insects cherished, that thy God is blam'd f 
When * pain'd with himger, the wild Maven's brood 
Loud calls on God, importunate for food,. 
Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarse request. 
And stills the clamour of the craving nest ? 

Who in the stupid Ostrich f has subdu'd 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 

* Another argument that Moses was the author^ is, that most of the 
creatures here mentioned are Egyfitian. The reason given why the 
raven is particularly mentioned as an objectof thecare of Providence^ 
is, because by her clamorous and importunate voice, she particularly 
seems always calling upon it ; thence xof aV^at a «ofa|, ^Um. 1. ii. 
c. 48. \st9ask eamestfy. And since there were ravens on the bank 
of the Nile more clamorous than the rest of that species, those pro- 
bably are meant in that jrface. 

t There are many instances of this bird's stupidity : Let two su£. 
fice. First, it covers its head in the reeds, and thinks itself all out 
of sight, 

— ............. Stat lumine claus9 

Ridaukm revobtta ca^ut, creditque leUere 

Qtut mm ifsa videt ------------ Claud. 

SecmuOijf, They tliat go in pursuit of them, draw the skin of an 
Ostrich's neck on one hand, which proves a sufiicient lure to take 
them with the other. 

They have so little brain, that Heliegabalus had six hundred heads 
W his supper. 

P 2 Here 
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While far she flies, her scatter'd eggs are founds 
Without an owner, on the sandy ground ; 
Cast out on fortune, they at mercy lie. 
And borrow life from an indulgent sky : 
Adopted by the sun, in blaze of day. 
They ripen under his prolific ray. 
Unmindful she, that some unhappy tread 
May crush her young in their neglected bed. 
* What time she skims along the field with speed, 
f She scorns the rider, and pursuing steed. 

How rich the Peacock! % what bright glories run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the sun ! 



Here we may observe, that our judicious as well as sublime au- 
thor, just touches the great points of distinction in each creature, and 
then hastens to another. A description is exact when you cannot «^, 
but what is common to another thing ; nor ^thdraw, but scmiething 
peculiarly belonging to the thing described. A likeness b lost in too 
much description, as a meaning often in too much illustration. 

* Here is marked another Juculiar quality of this creature, which 
neitlier flies nor runs directly, but has a motion composed of both, 
and using its wings as sails, makes great speed. 
Vast a vebtt Uby^ venantHm vocihis aJes 
Cumpremitur, calidas cursu transmittit arenas, 
Inque modum veli sinuatis flamine pennis 

Pulverulenta volat - Claud, in Eutr. - - - 

t Xempkon says, Cyms had horses that could overtake the goat and 
the wild ass ; but none that could reach this creature. A thousand 
golden ducats, or a hundred camels, was the stated price of a horse 
that could equal their speed. 

X Though this bird is but just mentioned in my author, I could not 
forbear going a little farther, and spreading those beautifiil {Barnes 

(which 
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He proudly spreads them, to the golden ray 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day ; 
With conscious state the spacious round displays^ 
And slowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the Hawk to find, in seasons wise^ 
Perpetual summer, and a change of skies ? 
When clouds deform the year, she mounts the wind. 
Shoots to the south, nor fears the storm behind ; 
The sun returning, she returns again, 
lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 

Tho' strong the Hawk *, tho* practised well to fly. 
An Eagle drops her in a lower sky ; 
An Eagle, when, deserting human sight. 
She seeks the sun in her unweary'd flight : 
Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 
So high in sur, and set her on the clift. 
Where far above thy world she dwells alone. 
And proudly makes the strength of rocks her own -, 
t Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread survey. 
And with a glance predestinates her prey ? 

(which are there shut up) in half a dozen lines. The circumstance I 
liave marked of his opening his plumes to the sun is true : Exfiandit 
c^€s adverso maxime sole, fuia sic fulgcniius radiant, Plin. 1. x. c. 20. 

* Tfyamu (de Re Acciji.) mentions a hawk that flew from Varis to 
ZmAs in anight. 

And the Egj/uims, m regard to its swiftness, made it their tjrmbol 
ftrthe wind; for which reason we may suppose the hawk, at weU as 
the crow mhtve, to have been a bird of note in Egffit. 

t The eagle is said to be of so acute a sight, that when she is so 
h^ in tfie air that man cannot see her, she can discern the smallest fish 
under water. My author accurately understood the nature of the crear 
tures he describes, and seems to have been a Naturalist as well as a 
Poet^ which the next note will confirm. 
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►he feasts her young with blood ; and, hov*ring o'er 
rh* unslaughter'd host, enjoys the promised gore* 

* Know'st Thou how many moons, fay Me assign'dj 
loll o'er the mountain Goat, and forest Hind, 
tVhile pregnant they a mother's load sustain ? 
rhey bend in anguish, and cast forth their pain, 
^aIe are their young, from human frailties freed; 
kValk unsustain'd, and unassisted feed > 
rhey live at once \ forsake the dam's warm side ; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide; 
Bound o'er the lawn^ or seek the distant glade ; 
^.nd find a home in each delightful shade. 

Will the tall Reeniy which knows no Lord but Me, 
Low at the crib, and ask an alms of thee ; 
iubmit his unworn shoulder to the yokei 
3reak the stiff clod, and o'er thy furrow smoke? 
since great his strength, go trust him, void of care ; 
Lay on h?s neck the toil of all the year; 
3id him bring home the seasons to thy doors. 
\nd cast his load among thy gathered stores. 

Didst thou from service the Wild-Ass discharge, 
\nd break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 



• The meaning of lliis question is, Knowest thou the fiW <W dr- 
umnances of their bringing forth? For to know the lime only wai 
v^%f, and had nothing extraordinary in it \ but the circumstances had 
omething peculiarly expressive of God's Providence, which makes the 
lueslion proper in this place. FUf^ observes, that the hind with yoting 
I by instinct directed to a certain herb called Seuiis, which facilitate* 
he birtlu Thunder &lso [which looks like the more immediate hand 
ff Providence) Im^ the same efTect, Fs. icxix- In so early an ajje 
D observe these things, may stile our Author a Naturalist, 
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Through the wide Waste, his ample mandon, roam. 
And lose himself in his unbounded home? 
By nature's hand magnificently fed. 
His meal is on the range of mountains spread ; 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along. 
He sees in distant smoke the city throng ; 
Conscious of freedom, scorns the smother'il traun. 
The threatening driver, and the servile rein. 

Survey the warlike Horse ! didst thou invest 
With thunder, his robust distended chest ? 
No sense of fear his dauntless soul allays ; 
'Tis dreadful to behold his nostrils blaze ; 
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight. 
And triumphs in the fulness of his might ; 
High-rais*d he snuffs the battle from afar. 
And bums to plunge amid the raging war ; 
And mocks at deadi, and throws his foam around. 
And in a storm of fury shakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his rising heart, advance 
Full on the brandished sword, and shaken lance ; 
While his fix'd eye-balls meet the dazzling shield. 
Gaze, and return the lightning of the field ! 
He sinks the sense of pain in genVous pride. 
Nor feels the shaft that trembles in his side ; 
But neighs to the shrill trumpet's dreadful blast 
Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his last. 

But, fiercer still, the lordly Lion stalks. 
Grimly majestic in his lonely walks; 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly; 
He clears the desart with his rolling eye. 

p 4 
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Say, mortal , does he rouse at thy command. 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy hand ? 
Dost thou for him in forests bend thy bow, 
And to his gloomy den the morsel throw. 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood. 
And, couch'd in dreadful ambush, pant for blood j 
Or, stretched on broken limbs, consume the day. 
In darkness wrapt, and slumber o'er their prey? 
* By the pale moon they take their destined round. 
And lash their sides, and furious tear the ground. 
Now shrieks, and dying groans, the desart fill ; 
They rage, they rend ; their rav'nous jaws distil ^ ^ | 
With crimson foam; and, when the banquet's o'er, 
They stride away^ and paint their steps with gore ; 
In flight alone the shepherd puts his trust. 
And shudders at the talon in the dust. 

Mild is my Behemoth, though large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper, and represt his flame. 
While unprovoked. This native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts ashore for food| 
Earth sinks beneath him, as he moves along 
To seek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 
See with what strength his hardened loins are bound, 
All over proof and shut againft a wound. 
How like a mountain cedar moves his tail ! 
Nor can his complicated sinews faih 



* Pursuing ihcir prey by night is true of most wild beasts, partku* 
larly the Hon* Fu cvL 20* The Arabians have one among thdr 500 
names (oi the liont which ^iguiHea the hmUr ly mooni^ne^ 
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Built high and wide, his solid bones surpass 
The bars of steel ; his ribs are ribs of brass -, 
His port majestic, and his armed jaw. 
Give ^e wide forest, and the mountam, law. 
The mountains feed him ; there the beasts admire 
The mighty stranger, and in dread retire : 
At length his greatness nearer they survey. 
Graze in his shadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and marshes are his cool retreat. 
His noontide shelter from the burning beat; 
Their sedgy bosoms his wide couch are made. 
And groves of willows give him all their shade. 

His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with droughty 
He trusts to turn its ciurent down his diroat; 
In lessened waves it creeps along the plam : 
* He sinks a river, and he thirsts again. 

f Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful side, 
Cast forth thy line into the swelling tide : 
With slender hair Leviathan command. 
And stretch his vastness on the loaded strand. 

* C^tkgsi gladale cq/kut quo suitus anhelam 
Ferre siiim Python, anmemquc averUre finuo. 

Stat. Theb. v, 349. 
Qm sfiris tegeret mmtes, hamiret hiaiu 
' Fbamna, JScc. Chud. Pref. in Ruf. 

Let not then this hyperbole seem too much for an eastern poet^tiioogii 
tome commentators of name strain hard in this place for a new con* 
■traction, through fear of it. 

t The taking the crocodile is most difficult. Dndonu says, they are 
not to be taken but by iron nets. When Augustus conquered E^/t, 
he ftruck a medal, the impress of which was a crocodile diained to a 
palm-tree^ with this inscription. Nemo atttia reiigaw't. 
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Will he bec6nie thy servant } Will he Own 
Thy lordly nod> and tremble at Thy frown? 
Or with his sport amuse diy leisure day. 
And, bound in silk^ With thy sdft maidens pbsfi 

Sh^ pbmpotis b^quets swell with such a pfittf 
And the bowl jotlrhey roufld his ample stee ? 
Or the debating merchants shure the prey. 
And various limbs to vitfious marts convey ? 
Thro* his firm skull what steel its way can win ? 
What forceful engine! can subdue, his skin ? 
Fly far, and live ; femj^t not his matchless might: 
The braVest shrink to cowards in his sight; 
* Th(^ mshest dare not rouse him up : Who then 
Shall turn on Me, toiong the sons of men? 

Am I a debtor ? Hast fhou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts that are on Me conferred ? 
My lavish fniit a thousand vallies fills. 
And Mine the herds, that graze a thousand hills : 
Earth, sea, and air, AH nature is my own ; 
And stars atld sun are dust beneath my throne. 
And dar'st Thou with the World's great Father vie. 
Thou, who dost tremble at my creature's eye ? 

At full my huge Leviathansh^U rise. 
Boast all his strength, and spread his wond'rous size 
Who, great in arms, e'er stripped his shinmg mail^ 
Or cfown'd his triumph with a single scale ? 



* This alludes to a custom of this creature, which \$, when 
with fish, to come ashore and steep among the reeds. 
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Whose heart sustains him to draw near? * Behold 
Destruction yawns; his spKious jaws unfbM, 
And, mardial'd round the wide expanse, disclose 
Teeth edg'd with death, zsid crowding rows on rows: 
What hideous hngs on either side arise ! 
And what a deep abyss between them lies ! 
Mete with diy hnce, and with thy plummet sound. 
The one how long, the other how profound. 

His bulk is charged with such a furious soul. 
That clouds of smoke from his spread nostrils roU, 
As from a furnace ; and, when rous'd his ire, 
t Fate issues fifom his jaws in streams of fire. 
The rage of tempests, and the roar of seas. 
Thy terror, this thy great Superior please ; 
Strength on his ample shoulder sits in state; 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete ; 

* The crooodife's mouth is exceeding wide. When he gi^s, sajs 
Plhtj^, si ttttm «r. Martial sajt to his old woman. 

Cam aa^kara/a rictihas imis wa 
NiBaau iabet cnettBbu aagastam 

So that the expression dieie is barely just 

t This too is nearer truth than at first view may be imagined. The 
crocxxiiley says the natondists, lying long under water, and being there 
forced to hold its breath, when it emerges, the breath kmg represt b 
hot, and bursts out so violently, that it resembles fire and smoke. The 
hone siqipresses not his breath by any means so long, neither is be so 
fierce and animated; yet the most correct of poets ventures to use the 
same metaphor oonoeniing him. 

Colkcnmifae premens vohit smk aarihu ignem. 
By this and the foregoing note I would caution against a fidse opinion 
of the eastern boldnets, from passages in them iU understood. 



1 
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VRs naked breast their impotence defies ; 
The dart rebounds, the brittle ^auchion flies. 
Shut in himself, the war without he hears. 
Safe in the tempeft of their rattling spears ; 
The cumbered strand their wasted vollies strow; 
His sport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His pastimes like a cauldron boil the flood. 
And blacken ocean with the rising mud ; 
The billows feel him, as he works his way ; 
His hoary footsteps shine along the sea ; 
The foam high-wrought, with white divides the green. 
And distant sailors point where death has been. 

His like earth bears not on her spacious face : 
Alone in nature stands his dauntless race. 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd. 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around : 
Makes ev*ry swoln, disdainful heart, subside. 
And holds dominion o'er the sons of pride. 

Then the Chaldaan eas'd his lab'ring breast. 
With full conviction of his crime opprest. 

" Thou can*st accomplish All things. Lord of Might: 
" And ev*ry thought is naked to thy sight. 
" But, oh ! Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
" Beyond the deepest reach of mortal eye. 
*' Oft have I hear'd of Thine Almighty PowV; 
" But never saw Thee till this dreadful hour. 
" Overwhelmed with shame, the Lord of life I see, 
" Abhor myself, and give my soul to Thee. 
" Nor shall my weakness tempt Thine anger more : 
" Man is not made to question^ but adore** 
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Let the sea make a noise, let the floods clap their hands. 

Fftal. zcviii. 



I. 

OWEET rural scene ! 

Of flocks and green ! 
At careless ease my limbs are spread ; 

All nature still, 

But yonder rill ; 
And listening pines nod o'er my head : 

II. 

In prospect wide. 

The boundless tide ! 
Waves cease to foam, and winds to roar ; 

Without a breeze. 

The curling seas 
Dance on, in meafure to the shore. 

TOL. I. Q 
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III. 

Who sings the source 

Of wealth and force ? 
Vast field of commerce, and big war^ 

Where wonders dwell ! 

Where terrors swell ! 
And Neptune thunders from his car? 

IV. 

Where ? Where are they. 

Whom Paan's ray 
Has touched and bid divinely rave ? ' ' 

What ! none aspire ? 

I snatch the lyre. 
And plunge into the foaming wave* 

V. ^ 

The wave resounds ! 

The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my song reply ! 

I lead the choir. 

And they conspire. 
With voice and shell, to lift it high. 

VI. 

They spread in air 

Their bosoms f^r. 

Their verdant tresses pour behind : 
The billows beat 

With nimble feet. 

With notes triumphant swell the wind. 
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VII. 

Who love the shore. 

Let those adore 
The God Apollo, and his Nine, 

Parnassus' hill. 

And Orpheus' skill ; 
But let Arion*s harp be mine. 

VIII. 

The main ! the main ! 

Is Britain's reign ; 

Her strength, her glory, is htxjleet : 

The main ! the main ! 

Be Britain's strain ; 
As Tritons strong, as Syrens sweet. 

IX. 

Thro* nature wide 

Is nought descry'd 
So rich in pleasure or surprize ; 

When all-serene. 

How sweet the scene ! 
How dreadful, when the billows rise ; 

X. 

And storms deface 

The fluid glass. 
In which ere-while Britannia feir 

Look'd down with pride, 

Like Ocean's bride. 
Adjusting her majestic air ! 
Q 2 



When tempests cease. 

And, hush'd in peace. 
The flattened surges smoothly spread. 

Deep silence keep, . 

And seem to sleep 
Recumbent on their oozy bed 5 

XII. 

With what a trance. 

The level glance. 
Unbroken, shoots along the seas ! 

Which tempt from shore 

The painted oar ; 
And every canvas courts the breeze ! 

XIII. 

When rushes forth 

The frowning north 
On black'ning billows, with what dread 

My shuddering soul 

Beholds them roll. 
And hears their roarings o'er my head 

XIV. 

With terror, mark 

Yon flying bark ! 
Now center-deep descend the brave ; 

Now, toss'd on high, 

// takes the sky, 
A feather on the towVing wave ! 
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XV. 

Now spins around 

In whirls profound : 
Now whelm'd; now pendant near the clouds ; 

Now stunn'd, it reels 
« Midst thunders peals : 
And now fierce lightnings fires the shrojuds. 

XVI. 

All Ether bums ! 

Chaos returns ! 
And blends, once more, the seas and skies : 

No space between 

Thy bosom green, 
O deep ! and the blue concave, lies. 

XVII. 

The northern blast. 

The shattered mast. 
The syrt, the whirlpool, and the rock. 

The breaking spout. 

The stars gone out. 
The boiling streight, the monsters shock, 

XVIII. 

Let others fear ; 

To Britain dear 
Whate'er pomotes her daring cimm ; 

Those terrors charm, 

Which keep her warm 
In chace of honest gain, or fame. 
Q 3 
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XIX. 

The stars are bright 

To chear the night 
And shed, thro' shadows, tempered fire; 

And Phosbus^ flames. 

With burnish'd beams. 
Which some adorcy and all admire. 

XX. 

Are then the seas 

Outshone by these f 
Bright Thetis ! thou art not outshone; 

With kinder beams. 

And softer gleams. 
Thy bosom wears them as thy own. 

XXI. 

There^ set in green. 

Gold-stars are seen, 
A mantle rich ! thy charms to wrap j 

And when the sun 

His race has run. 
He falls enamoured in thy lap. 

XXII. 

Those cloudSy whose dyes 

Adom the skies. 
That silver snow, that pearly rairiy 

Has Phcebus stole 

To grace the pole. 
The plunder of th' invaded main ! 
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XXIII. 



The gaudy bow^ 

Whose colours glow. 
Whose arch with so much skiU is bent^ 

To Phosbtis* ray. 

Which paints so gay. 
By thee the wafiy woof was lent. 

XXIV. 

In chambers deep. 

Where waters sleep. 
What unknown treasures pave the floor ! 

The pearl, in rows. 

Pale lustre throws; 
The wealth immense, which storms devour^ 

XXV. 

From Indian mines. 
With proud designs. 
The merchant, swoln, digs golden ore ; 
The tempests rise. 
And seize the prize. 
And toss him breathless on the shore. 

XXVI. 

His son complains 

In pious strains, 
•* Ah cruel thirst of gold !" he cries; 

Then ploughs the main. 

In zeal for gain. 
The tears yet swelling in his eyes. 
Q 4 
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XXVII. 

Thou wat'ry vast! 

What mounds are cast 
To bar thy dreadful flowings o'er ! 

Thy proudest foam 

Must know its home; 
But rage of gold disdains a shore. 

XXVIII. 

Gold pleasure buys ; 

But pleasure dies. 
Too soon the gross fruition cloys j 

Tho* raptures court. 

The sense is short ; 
But virtue kindles living joys; 

XXIX. 

Joys felt alone ! 

Joys ask'd of none ! 
Which time's and fortune's arrows miss: 

Joys that subsist, 

Tho' fates resist. 
An unprecarious endless bKss ! 

XXX. 

The soul r^n^d 

Is most inclin'd 
To every moral excellence ; 

All vice is dull, 

A knave's a fool; 
And virtue is the child of sense. 
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XXXI. 

The virtuous mind^ 

Nor wave, nor wind^ 
Nor civU rage, nor tyrants frovm. 

The shaken ball^ 

Nor planet's fiall. 
From its firm basis can dethrone. 

XXXII. 

This Britain knows. 

And therefore glows 
With genVous passions, and expends 

Her wealth and zeal 

On public weal. 
And brightens both by god-like ends, 
xxxin. 

What end so great 

As that which late 
Awoke the genius of the main ; 

Which tow 'ring rose 

With George to close. 
And rival great Eliza's reign ? 

XXXIV. 

A voice has flown 

From Britain's throne 
To re-inflame a grand design ; 

Tliat voice shall rear 

Yon * fabric fair. 
As nature's rose at the divine. 

^SSSSBS^SSSSS ■ I , , . ' I ■ . ' . I • t 

* A new fund for Gnetnoich hospital, recommended firom the throne. 
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XXXV. 

When nature sprung^ 

Blest angels sung. 
And shouted o'er the rising baU} 

For strains as high 

As man's can By, 
These sea-devoted honours call. 

XXXVI. 

From boist'rous seas. 

The lap of ease 
Receives our wounded, and our oldi 

High domes ascend ! 

Stretch'd arches bend ! 
Proud columns swell ! v^ide gates unfold ! 

xxxvii. 

Here, soft reclin'd. 

From wave, from wind. 
And fortune's tempest safe ashore^ 

To cheat their care. 

Of former war 
They talk the pleasing shadows o'er. 

XXXVIII. 

In lengthened tales. 

Our fleet prevails j 
In tales the lenitives of age / 

And o'er the bowl. 

They fire the soul 
Of listening youth to martial rage. 
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XXXIX. 

Unhappy they ! 

And falsly gay ! 
Who bask for ever in success s 

A constant feast 

Quite palls the taste^ 
And long ej^joyment is distress. 

XL. 

When, after toil. 

His native soil 
The panting mariner regains. 

What transport flows 

From bare repose ! 
We reap our pleasures from our pains. 

XLI. 

Ye warlike slain ! 

Beneath the main. 
Wrapt in a wat'ry winding sheet ; 

Who bought with blood 

Your country's good. 
Your country's ^full-bloum glory greet. 

XLII. 

What pow'rful charm 

Can death disarm ? 
Your long, your iron slumbers break ? 

By Jove J by Fame^ 

By George's name. 
Awake ! awake ! awake ! awake ! 

* Written soon after King George tbe.fint's accession. 
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XUIL 

With spiral shell. 

Full blasted, tell. 
That all your waf ry realms should ring^ 

Your />ear/-alcoves. 

Your coraZ-groves, 
Should echo theirs, and BritaitCs king. 

XLIV. 

As long as stars 

Guide mariners. 
As Carolina's virtues please. 

Or suns invite 

The ravish'd sight. 
The British flag shall sweep the seas. 

XLV. 

Peculiar both ! 

Our soil's strong growth^ 
And our bold natives' hardy mind; 

Sure heaven bespoke 

Our hearts and oak. 
To give a master to mankind. 

XLVI. 

That noblest birth 

Of teeming earth. 
Of forests fair, that daughter proud. 

To foreign coasts 

Our grandeur boasts. 
And Britain^ pleasure speaks aloud : 
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XLVII. 

Now big with war. 

Sends fete from far. 
If rebel realms their fate demand ; 

Now, sumptuous spoils 

Of foreign soils 
Pours in the bosom of our land. 

XLVIII. 

Hence^ Britain lays 

In scales, and weighs 
The fate of kingdoms, and of kings i 

And as she frowns. 

Or smiles, on crowns 
A night, or day oi glory, springs. 

XLIX, 

Thus Ocean swells 

The streams and rills. 
And to their borders lifts them high ; 

Or else withdraws 

The mighty cause. 
And leaves their, famish 'd channels dry. 
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DEDICATION. 

TO 

MR. VOLTAIRE. 



JVIy mu8e> a bird of passage^ flies 

Dm frozen climes to milder skies ^ 

[Hn chilling blasts she seeks thy chearing beam, 
A beam of fevour, here deny'd j 
Conscious of faults, her blushing pride 

>pes an asylum in so great a name. 

IL 

* To dive full deep in antient days^ 

The warriors ardent deeds to raise> 
id monarchs aggrandize; — the glory. Thine 5 

Thine is the dramUy how renowned ! 

Thine, Epic's loftier trump to sound; 
It let Ar ion's sea-strung harp be Mine: 

* Annals of the Emperor Charles Xll^ Lewis XIV* 
VOL. I. R 
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III. 

But Where's his dolphin ? Know'stthou, where?— 
May that be found in Thee, Voltaire ! 

Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave : 
How will thy name illustrious raise 
My sinking song ! Mere mortal lays. 

So patronized, are rescu'd from the grave. 

IV. 

" Tell me," say'st thou, " who courts ray smile ? 

" What stranger stray'd from yonder isle ?** — 
No stranger, Sir ! though bom in foreign climes ; 

On Dorset downs, when Milton's page. 

With Sin and Death, provok'd thy rage. 
Thy rage provok'd, who sooth'd with gentle rhymes? 

V. 

Who kindly couch 'd thy censure's eye. 

And gave thee clearly to descry 
Sound judgment giving law to fancy strong ? 

Who half inclin'd thee to confess. 

Nor could thy modesty do less. 
That Milton's blindness lay not in his song? 

VI. 

But such debates long since are flown ; 

For ever set the suns that shone 
On airy pastimes, ere our brows were grey : 

How shortly shall we Both forget. 

To thee my patron, I my debt. 
And thou to thine, for Prussia's golden key. 
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VII. 

The present, in oblivion cast. 

Full soon shall sleep, as sleeps the past 
ill soon the wide distinction die between 

The frowns, and favours of the great; 

High-flush'd success and pale defeat ; 
dc Gallic gaiety, and British spleen. 

VIII. 

Ye winged, ye rapid moments! stay:—* 

Oh friend ; as deaf as rapid, they; 
Ife's little drama done, the curtain falls ! — 

Dost thou not hear it ? I can hear. 

Though nothing strikes the listening ear; 
ime groans his last ! ETERNAL loudly calls I 

IX. 

Nor calls in vain ; the call inspires 

Far other counsels, and desires, 
ban once prevailed ; we stand on higher ground i 

What scenes we see ! — ^Exalted aim ! 

With ardors new^ our spirits flame ; 
mbition blest ! with more than laurels crown*d. 
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THE BRITISH SAILOR'S EX? 



Xn lofty sounds let those deli^ 
Who brave the foe, but fear tl) 

And bold m word, of arms decline 
lis mean to boast; but great 
To foes the counsel of a frieni 

And warn them of the vengeance 

II. 

From whence arise these lour 
Why gleams the smith with ^ 



War, bath'd in blood, from curst p 
Ambition, mean! ignoble pr.uel 
Perhaps their ardors may subside. 

When weighed the wonders BritaifC% sailor 8 



From each enchanted grove and wood, 
I^astes the huge oak^ or shadeless forest leaves; 
The mountain pines assume new forms, 
Spread canvas-wings, and fly through storms, 
And ride o er rocks and dance on foaming waves. 

IV. 

She nods again : The labouring earth 
Discloses a tremendous birth; 
In smoaking rivers runs her molten ore ; 
Thence, monsters of enormous size. 
And hideous aspect, threatening rise. 
Flame from the deck, from trembling bastions roar. 

v. 
These ministers of fate fulfil. 
On empires wide, an islancCs will. 
When thrones unjust wake vengeance: Know, 
powVs ! 
In sudden night, and ponderous balls. 
And floods of flame, the tempest falls. 
When brav'd Britannia's awful senate low'rs. 

VI. 

In her * grand council she surveys. 
In patriot picture, what may raise. 

Of insolent attempts, a warm disdain; 

From hope's triumphant summit thrown. 
Like darted lightning, swiftly down 

The wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain. 
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XL 

From the dread front of antient war 

Less terror frown'd ; her scythed car. 
Her castled elephant^ and battering beam. 

Stoop to those engines which deny 

Superior terrors to the sky. 
And boast their clouds, their thunder, and their flame. 

XII. 

The flame, the thunder, and the cloud. 

The night by day, the sea of blood, 
Hosts whirPd in air, the yell of sinking throngs. 

The graveless dead, an ocean warm'd, 

A firmament by mortals storm'd. 
To patient Britain^s angry brow belongs* 

XIII. 

Or do I dream ? Or do I rave ? 

Or see I Vulcan's sooty cave. 
When Jove's red bolts the giant brothers frame ? 

Those swarthy gods of toil and heat. 

Loud peals on mountain anvils beat. 
And panting tempests rouze the roaring flame. 

XIV. 

Ye sons of ^tna! hear my call; 

Unfinished let those baubles fall. 
Yon shield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue: 

Your strokes suspend, ye brawny throng ! 

Charm'd by the magic of my song. 
Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true. 

R 4 



248 A SBA-PIBCB. 

XV. 

Begin: * And, first, take njidJUght, 
Fierce Jlamey and clouds of diickest n^ht. 

And ghastly terror, paler than the dead; 
Then^ borrow from the north his roar, 
MixgrocmSy and deaths s one phial pom 

Of wronged Britamna^s wrath; and it is made; 

Gaul starts* and trembles, — at your dreadful trade. 

* Alluding to ViRGiL*s description of tfaunder. 
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INWmOHXS 

THE SAILOR'S PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT- 



I. 

So form'd the bok» ordain'd to break 
Gaul's haughty plan, and Bourbon shake ; 

If Britain's crimes support not Britain's foes. 
And edge their swords: O Pow'r Divine ! 
If blest by Thee the bold design. 

Embattled hosts a single arm o'erthrows. 

II. 
Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 
In Britain's cause, by fame enrolled 

In deathless annal ! deathless deeds inspire ; 
From oozy beds, for Britain's sake. 
Awake, illustrious chiefs ! awake ; 

And kindle in your sons paternal fire. 

III. 
The day commission'd from Above, 
Our worth to weigh, our hearts to prove. 

If war's full shock too feeble to sustain; 
Or Jirm to stand its final blow. 
When vital streams of blood shall flow. 

And turn to crimson the discplour'd main y 
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IV. 

That day's arrivM, that fatal hour ! 

" Hear us, O hear. Almighty powV ! 
^ Our guide in counsel, and our strenght in fight \ 

** Now war's important die is thrown^ 

" If left the day to man alone, 
^ How blind is wisdom, and how weak is might ! 

V. 

*^ Let prostrate hearts, and awful fear, 
^^ And deep remorse, and sighs sincere 

'* For Britain's guilt, the wrath divine appease 3 
" A wrath more formidable for 
" Than angry nature's wasteful war, 

" The whirl of tempests, and the roar of seas. 

VI. 

•* From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 

" To Thee, at nature's helm on high ! 
" Steer Thou our conduct, dread Omnipotence! 

" To Thee for succour we resort s 

" Thy favour is our only port ^ 
*' Our only rock of safety, thy defence. 

VII. 

" O thou to whom the lions roar, 

" And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
^' Thy throne our bursts of cannon loud invoke : 

^* Thou canst arrest the flying ball ; 

^' Or send it back, and bid it fall 
*• On those, from whose proud deck the thunder broke. 
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VIII. 

*' Britain^ in vain, extends her care 
" To climes * remote, for aids in war ; 

** Still fcuther must it stretch to crush the' foe ; 
" Th^re^s one alliance, one alone, 
•' Gan crown her arms, or fix her throne; 

'* And that alliance is not found below. 

IX. 

*' Ally Supreme ! we turn to Thee ; 

*' We learn obedience from the sea ; 
^ With seas, and winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil j 

" Tis Thine our blood to freeze, or warm ; 

" To rouze, or hush, the martial storm ; 
^* And turn the tide of conquest, at thy will. 

X. 

" Tis Thine to beam sublime renown, 
" Or quench the glories of a crown ; 

^* Tis Thine to doom, 'tis Thine from death to free j 
** To turn aside his levelled dart, 
" Or pluck it from the bleeding heart : 

^* There we cast anchor, we confide in Thee. 

XI. 

** THOU, who hast taught the north to roar, 
" And streaming f lights nocturnal poqr 

" Of frightful aspect ! when proud foes invade, 
" Their blasted pride with dread to seize, 
" Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, blaze ; 

** And George depute to thunder in thy stead. 

* Russia. t Aurora Borealis. 
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XII. 

^^ The right alone is bold^ and strong ; 

^* Black, hovering clouds appall the wrof^ 
^* With dread of vengeance ; Nature's awfiil Sore I 

'^ Less than one moment shouldst Thou frown, 

** Where is puissance, and renown ? 
•' Thrones tremble, empires sink, or worlds expire«r 

XIII. 

'^ Let George the just chastise; the vain: 
*' Thou, who dost curb the rebel main, 

'^ To mount the shore when boiling billows rave ! 
^' Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
*' The boundless swell of Gallic pride ; 

" And check ambitiorCs overwhelming wave. 

XIV. 

" And when (all milder means withstood) 

" Ambition tam'd by loss of blood, 
" Regains her reason ; then, on angels wings, 

" Let peace descend, and shouting greet, 

•* With peals of joy, Britannia's fleet, 
*' How richly freighted! It, triumphant, brings 
" The poise of kingdoms, and the fate of kings.'* 
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f) triste plan^ acetbumque funut! O moite iptl mortis temput indignius! Jam 
det tinata erat egregio juveniy jam eleedkt nuptianim dies ; quod gaodiumy 
quo mcerore muutnm ett? 

Plin. Episu 
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PROLOGUE 

BF A FRIEND. 

SPOKEN BY MR. BOOTtf« 



Long have you seen the Creek and Roman namCi 
Assisted by the muse^ renew their famey 
While yet unrung those heroes sleeps from whom 
Grttct formed her Platos, and her Caesars Rome. 

Suchy Egypt, were thy sons ! divinely great 
In artSy in arms^ in wisdom^ and in state. 
Her early monarchs gave such glories birth. 
Their ruins are the wonders of the earth. 
Structures so vast by those great kings design* d. 
Are but faint sketches of their boundless mind: 
Yet ne^er has AlbionV scene, though long renawn^df 
With the stem tyrants of the Nile been crowned. 

The tragic muse in grandeur should excel. 
Her figure blazes, and her number swell. 
The proudest monarch of the proudest age. 
From Kgypt comes to tread the British stage: 
Old Homer'5 heroes, modems are to those 
Whom this nighVs venerable scenes disclose. 

Here pomp and splendor serves but to prepare: 
To touch the soul is our peculiar care ; 
By just distress soft pity to impart. 
And mend your nature, while we move your heart; 
Nor would these scenes in empty words abound. 
Or overlay the sentiment with sound. 



PROLOGUE. 

When passion rages^ eloquence is mean; 
Gestures and looks best speak the moving scene. 

Ye shining Fair I when tender woes invite 
To pleasing anguish and severe delight^ 
By your affliction you compute your gain^ 
And rise in pleasure as you rise in pain. 
If then just objects of concern are sh&wn^ 
And your hearts heave with sorrows not your own^ 
Let not the generous impulse be withstood^ 
Strive not with nature ; blush not to be good: 
Sighs only from a nabUr temper. rise f . 
And Uis your virtue swells into your eyes. 



Dtanotte pecsEonae^ 



MEN. 

BusiRis King of Egypt, Mr. Elringtok. 

Myron, the Prince,.. ...... ...••. Mr. Booth. 

NicANOR, Father of Jlfa«d!0Mfy...... Mr. Mills. 

Memnok, "\ r Mr. WiLKs. 

Ramesbs, f J Mr. Walker. 

Syphoces, f C«n«P^«f' -J Mr. Thurmokd. 

Pherok, j ------- ^ Mr. Williams, 

Auletes, a Courtier, ........ Mr. W. Mills. 



WOMEN. 

MvRis, Queenof £j^, Mrs. Thurmond. 

Mandane, Mrs. Oldfield. 



SCENE-^ Tempk at Men^ m Old Egft. 
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KING OF EGYPT. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Pheron and Syphoces. 

SYPHOCES. 

JLf glorious structures^ and immortal deeds^ 
Enlarge the thought, and set our souls on fire^ 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypfs praise, 
The queen of nations, and the boast of times. 
Mother of science, and the house of gods ! 
Scarce can I open wide my labVing mind 
To comprehend the vast idea, big 
"With arts and arms, so boundless in their fame. 

PHERON. 

Thrice happy land ! did not her dreadful king, 
Far-fam'd Busiris, whom the world reveres. 
Lay all his shining wonders in disgrace^ 
By cruelty and pride ? 

SYPHOCES. 

By pride indeed ; 
He calls himself the Proud, and glories in it. 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter's Almighty. 
Have we not seen him shake his silver rein^ 

VOL. I. s 
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0*er hamess'd monarchs to his chariot yok*d ? 
In sullen majesty they stalk along. 
With eyes of indignation and despair. 
While he aloft displays his impious state. 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow. 
Blazing to heav'n in diamonds and gold. 

PHERON. 

Nor less the tyrant's cruelty than pride ; 

His horrid altars stream with human blood. 

And piety is murder in his hands. [A great shouL 

SYPHOCES. 

There rose the voice of twice two hundred thousand; 
And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day ; 
The king, who from his temple's airy height. 
With heart dilated, that great work surveys. 
Who shall proclaim what can be done by man. 
Has struck his purple streamer, and descends. 

PHERON. 

Twice Ten long years have seen that haughty pile, 
Which nations with united toil advance. 
Gain on the skies, and labour up to heaven. 

SYPHOCES. 

The kmg— or prostrate fall, or disappear. [ExeutU' 
Enter Bustris, attended. 

BUSIRIS. 

This ancient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almost cooBval with the Sun himself. 
And boasting strength scarce sooner to decay. 
How wanton sits she amid nature's smiles ; 
Nor from her highest turret has to view. 
But golden landscapes and luxuriant scenes ; 
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A waste of wealthy the storehouse of the world ! 
Here, fruitful vales, far-stretching, fly the sight ; 
iTiere, sails unnumber'd whiten all the stream; 
While from the banks full twenty thousand cities 
Survey their pride, and see their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break against the shore : 
To crown the whole, this rising pyramid 

[Skews the plan* 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the stars ; 
While every other object shrinks beneath 
Its mighty shade, and lessens to the view. 
As kings compar'd with me. 

Enter Auletes. He falls prosiraii. 

AULETES. 

O live for ever^ 
Busiris, first of men ! 

BUSIRIS. 

Auktesy rise. 

AULETES. 

Embassadors from various climes arrive. 
To view your wonders, and to greet your frime; 
Each loaden with the gifts his country yields. 
Of which the meanest rise to toM and pearl : 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vase 
With sacred incense ; Ethiopia sends 
A thousand coursers fleeter than the wind ; 
And their black riders darken all the plain: 
Camels and elephants from other realms^ 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury. 
Bring the best seasons of their various years^ 
And leave their monarcbs poor. 

s2 
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BUSIRIS. 

What from the Persian f 

AULETES. 

He bends before your throne, and far outweighs 
The rest in tribute, and outshines in state. 

BUSIRIS. 

Away; he sees me not ; I know his purpose ; 
A spy upon my greatness, and no friend : 
Take his Embassador, and shew him Egypt i 
In Memphis shew him various nations met. 
As in a sea, yet not confin'd in space. 
But streaming freely through the spacious street. 
Which send forth millions at each brazen gate. 
Whene'er the trumpet calls; high over-head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along. 
And leave in the air a thunder of my own : 
Jove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand. 
The prince of rivers. Ocean's eldest son : 
Rich of myself, I make the fruitful year. 
Nor ask precarious plenty from the sk y > 
Throw all my glories open to his view. 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offered, 
I give him /AiV, and when a Persian arm 

[Gives him a bow- 
Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend. 
And to the nerve its stubborn force subdue 5 
Then let his master think of arms — but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field; 
Mean time, thank heav'n, our tide of conquest drive; 
A different way, and leaves him still a king : 
This to the Pasian. — I receive the rest. 
And give the world an answer. [Exit Busiris. 
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Makdane, attended by priests and her virgins^ is seen 
sacrificing at a distance. 

An hymn to Isis is sung. The priests gojmt. 
MANDANEy attended by her maids^ advances. 

MANDANE. 

My morning duty to the gods is over. 

Yet still this terror hangs upon my soul. 

And saddens every thought — I still behold 

The dreadful image; still the threat'ning sword 

Points at my breast, and glitters in mine eye. — 

But 'twas a dream ; no more. My virgins, leave me i 

And thou, great Ruler of the World, be present ! 

O kindly shine on this important hour ! 

This hour determines all my future life. 

And gives it up to misery or joy. [She advances. 

These lonely walks, this deep and solemn gloom. 

Where noon-day suns but glimmer to the view. 

This house of tears, and mansion of the dead. 

For ever hides him from the hated light. 

And gives him leave to groan. 

Back scene draws^ and shews Memnon leaning on his 
/ather*s tomb. 

Was ever scene 
So mournful ! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Are all your care, life is no more a blessing. 
How could you shun me for this dismal shade. 
And seek from love a refuge in despair? 

s 3 
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MEMNOK. 

Why hast thou brought those eyes to this sad place. 
Where darkness dwells, and grief would sigh secure 
In welcome horrors and beloved night ? 
Thy beauties drive thy friendly shades before ihem. 
And light up day e'en here. Retire, my love; 
Each jbyfiil moment I would share with thee. 
My virtuous maid, but I would mourn alone. 

MANDAME. 

What have you found in me so mean, to hope 
That while you sigh, my heart can be at peace? 
Your sorrows flow from your Mandane's eyes. 

MEMNON. 

Q my Mandane! 

MANDANE. 

Wherefore turn you from me! 

Have I offended, or are you unkind? 

Ah me ! a sight as strange, as pitifril ! 

From this big heart, overcharged with gen'rous sorrow,i 

See the tide working upward to his eye. 

And stealing from him in large silent drops. 

Without his leave! — can those tears flow in vain? 

MEMNON. 

Why will you double my distress, and make 

My grief my crime, by discomposing you, 

And yet I can't forbear! Alas, my father! 

That name excuses all; what is not due 

To that great name, which life or death can pay ? 

MANDANE. 

Speak on, ^nd ease your laboring breast: It swells 
And sinks again ; and then it swells so high. 
It looks as it would break. I know 'tis big 
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With something you would utter. Oft in vsdn 
I have presumed to ask your mournful story ; 
But ever have been answered with a frown. 

MEMNON. 

O my Mandanei did my tale concern 

Myself alone^ it would not lie conceal'd; 

But 'tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt. 

And therefore 'tis unsafe to touch upon it: 

To tell my tale is to blow off the ashes 

From sleeping embers, which will raise in flames 

At the least breath, and spread destruction round. 

But thou art ^thful, and my other self; 

And, O ! my heart this moment is so full. 

It bursts with its complaints ; and I must speak* 

Myrisy the present queen, was only sister 
Of great Ar taxes ^ our late royal lord : 
Busirisy who now reigns, was first of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown descends. 
Not with long circumstance to load my story. 
Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring soul. 
And tum'd his sword against her brother's life : 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
Enjoy'd her shame, and triumphed in her guilt. 

MANDANE. 

So black a story well might shun the day. 

MEMNON. 

Artaxes' friends (a virtuous multitude) 
Were swept away by banishment or death. 
In throngs, and sated the devouring grave. 

My father ! ^Think, Mandane^ on your own. 

And pardon me ! \Weeps. 

s4 
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The tyrant took me, then of tender years. 

And rear'd me with a son (a son since dead). 

He vainly hop'd, by shews of guilty kindness^ 

Xo wear away the blackness of his crime. 

And reconcile me to my father's fate j 

Hence have I long been forc'd to stay my vengeance. 

To smooth my brow with smiles, and curb my tonguet 

"VHiile tl^e big woe lies throbbing at my heart. 

Enter Pheron at a distance. 
Pheron. \^Aside.'\ 
Sp close ! so loving ! Here I stand unseen. 
And watch my rival's fate. 

MEMNOK. 

Put thou, my ^j 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death ; 
Thou yet canst make me bless'd. 

MANDAME, 

As how, my lord ? 
memnon. 
Ah! why wilt thou insult me? 

MANDANE. 

Memnon ■ 

MEMNON. 

Speak ! 

MANDANE. 

Nature forbids; and when I would begin. 
She stifles all my spirits, and I faint : 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot speak. 
O let me fly. 

MEMNON. 

You pierce me to the soul. [Holding her. 

MANDANE. 

O! spare me for a moment, till my heart 
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Regsuns its wonted force, and I will speak 

Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me. 
Breaks through restraints, and will not be refuted. 

[Pheron shews a great concern. 
Yet more : The prince, the young impetuous prince, 
Before his father sent him forth to war. 
And gave the Mede to his destructive sword. 
Has often taught his tongue a silken tale. 
Descended from himself, and talk'd of love. 
Since last I saw thee, his licentious passion 
Has haunted all my dreams— 
This day the coiut shines forth in all its lustre. 
To welcome her returning warrior home 3 
Alas, the malice of our stars ! 

MEMNON. 

To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves ; 
Be this our bridal night, my life ! — my soul! [Embrace^ 

PHERON. 

Perdition seize them both ! and have I lov*d 

So long, to catch her in another's arms ! 

Another's arms for ever ! O the pang ! 

Heart-piercing sight! — but rage shall take its turn — 

It shall be so — and let the crime be his 

Who drives me to the black extremity ; 

I fear no farther hell than that I feel. [JBxiY. 

MEMNON. 

Trembling I grasp thee, and my anxious heart 
Js still in doubt if I may call thee mine. 

bliss too great ! O painful ecstasy ! 

1 know not what to utter. 
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MANDANE. 

Ah^ my lord ! 
What means this damp that comes athwart my joy. 
Chastising thus the lightness of my heart? — 
I have a father, and a father too. 
Tender as nature ever framed. His will 
Should be consulted. Should I touch his peace^ 
I should be wretched in my MemnorC^ arms. 

MEMNON. 

Talk not of wretchedness. 

MANDAKE. 

Alas ! this day 
First gave me birth, and (which is strange to tell) 
The fates e'er since, as watching its return. 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With something great; extremes of good or ill. 

MEMNON. 

Why should we bode misfortune to our loves ? 

No; I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 

Of all that happiness they ravish'd from me ; 

Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee. 

Had not the gods Mandane to bestow. 

They never would have pour'd such vengeance on mc; 

They meant me thee, and could not be severe. 

Soon as night's favourable shades descend. 

The holy priests shall join our hands for ever. 

And life shall prove but one long bridal-day. 

Till then, in scenes of pleasure lose thy grief. 

Or strike the lute, or smile among the flowers. 

They'll sweeter smell, and fairer bloom for thee. — 

Alas ! I'm torn from this dear tender side. 

By weighty reasons, and important calls ; 
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Nay, e'en by love itself— I quit thee now. 

But to deserve thee more. \T^^ embrace. 

MANPANE. 

Your friends are here. [Exit Mand. 

MEMKON. 

Excellent creature ! how my soul pants for thee ! 
But other passions now begin their claim ; 
Doubt, and disdain, and sorrow, and revenge. 
With mingling tumult, tear up all my breast : 
O how unlike the softnesses of love! 

Enter Syphoces. 

SYPHOCES. 

Hail, worthy Memnon. 

MEMNON. 

Welcome, my Syphoces. 
And much I hope thou bring'st a bleeding heart; 
A heart that bleeds for others miseries. 
Bravely regardless of its own, though great ; 
That first of characters. 

SYPHOCES. 

And there's a second. 
Not far behind; Xo rescue the distressed. 
Or die. 

MEMKON. 

Ye3, die; and visit those brave men. 
Who, from the first of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants' blood, and grasp'd their honest swords 
As part of their own being, when the cause. 
The public cause demanded. O my friend! 
How long shall Egypt groan in chains? How long 
Shall her sons fall in heaps without a foe ? 
ifo war, plague, famine, nothing but Busiris^ 
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His people's £Either ! and the state's defence I 
Yet but a remnant of the land survives. 

STPHOCES. 

What havoc have I seen ? Have we not known 
A, multitude become a morning's prey. 
When troubled rest, or a debauch, has sour'd 
The monster's temper ? Then 'tis instant death ; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the sweeping scythe j not the poor mercy 

To starve and pine at leisure in their chains. 

But what fresh hope, that we receive your summons 
To meet you here this morning ? 

MEMNON. 

Know, Syphoces, 
TTwas on this day my v^rarlike fiither's blood. 
So often lavish'd in his country's cause. 
And greatly sold for conquest and renown ; 
TTwas on this execrable day it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the dust, and wash'd a ruffian's feet. 
This guilty day returning, rouses all 
My smother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where are our friends ? 

SYPHOCES. 

At hand. Sameses, 
Last night, when gentle rest o'er nature spread 
Her still command, and care alone was waking. 
Like a dum, lonely, discontented, ghost, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach 'd my bed ; 
With bursts of passion, and a peal of groans. 
He recollects his godlike brother's fate. 
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The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder. 
And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellness of his boiling rage, 
Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd. 

MEMNON. 

I know he bears the prince most deadly hate ; 
But this will enter deeper in his soul; [Shews a Utter. 
And rouse up passions, which till now have slept: 
Murder will look like innocence to this. 

SYPHOCES. 

How, Mevmon ? 

MEMNOK. 

This reminds roe of thy fate; 
The queen has courted thee with proffered realms. 
And sought by threats to bend thee to her will ; 
She languishes, she bums, she wastes away 
In fruitless hope, and dies upon thy name. 

SYPHOCES. 

O fatal love ! which, stung by jealousy, 

.Expell'd a life hx dearer than my own. 

By cursed poison — ^Ah divine Apame ! 

And could the mwd'ress hope she should inherit 

This heart, and fill thy place within these arms?— 

But grief shall yield — Revenge, I'm wholly thine ! 

MEMNON. 

The tyrant too is wanton in his age. 
He shews that all his thoughts are not in blood ; 
Love claims its share; he envies poor Rameses 
The softness of his bed ; and thinks Amelia 
A mistress worthy of a monarch's arms. 

SYPHOCES. 

But see, Rameses comes ; a sullen gloom 

Scowls on his brow, and marks him tlurough the dusk. 
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Enter Rameses, Pheron, and other conspiratarid 

MEMNON. 

To what, my friend^ shall Memnon bid you welcome? 
To tombs, and melancholy scenes of death? 
I have no costly banquets, such as spread 
Prince Myron's table, when your brother fell. 

[To Rameses. 

I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment. 
Such as the queen prepared for thee, Syphoces. 
Yet be not discontent, my valiant friends, 
Busiris reigns, and 'tis not out of season 
To look on aught may mind us of our hte: 
His sword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thinks the day lost that is not mark'd with blood. 

RAMESES. 

And have we felt a tyrant twenty years. 
Felt him as the raw wound the burning steel; 
And are we murmuring out our midnight curses. 
Drying our tears in comers, and complaining ? 
Oiu* hands are forfeited — Gods ! strike them oflF. 
No hands we need to fasten our own chains. 
Our masters will do that ; and we want souls 
To raise them to an use more worthy men. 

MEMKON. 

Ruffles your temper at offences past 
Here then, to sting thee into madness. 

[Gives the Letter. Rameses reads. 

RAMESES. 

Oh! 
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SYPHOCES. 

See how the struggling passions shake his frame! 

RAMESES. 

My bosom joy, that crowns my happy bed 

With tender pledges of our mutual love. 

Far dearer than my soul ! and shall my wife. 

The mother of my little innocents. 

Be taken from us ! Tom from me, from mine. 

Who live but on her sight ! and shall I hear 

Her cries for succour, and not rush upon him ? 

My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me. 

And struggles with his little arms to save her. — 

These veins have still some genVous blood in store. 

The dregs of those rich streams his wars have drain'd ; 

I'll giv't in dowry with her. 

PHERON, 

Wellresolv'd: 
A tardy vengeance shares the tyrant's guilt. 

RAMESES. 

Let me embrace thee, Pheron s thou art brave. 
And dost disdain the coldness of delay. 
Curse on the man that calls Rameses fnend. 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this ; 
When rage and rancour arc the proper virtues. 
And loss of reason is the mark of men. 

MEMNON. 

Thus I've determined : When the midnight hour 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of humbler foes, or his new mistress' love. 
Then we will rush at once, let loose the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and struggling twenty years 



272 BUSIRIS^ KING OF EGYPT. 

To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 

Begin and end the war. 

A more auspicious juncture could not happen* 

The Persian, who for years has joinM our counsek, 

iStirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 

Long nurs'd that glorious appetite with gold. 

This morn with transport snatch'd the wish*d occasion^ 

Of throwing his resentment wide, and now 

He frowns in arms, and gives th* event to fate. 

RANfESES. 

This hand shall drag the tjrant firom the thrcme. 

And stab the royal victim on this altar. 

[Pointir^ to the tomb, 

BfEAfNON. 

O justly thought ! Friends, cast your eyes around 9^ 
All that most awful is, or great in nature. 
This solemn scene presents ; the gods are here. 
And here our fam'd' forefathers' sacred tombs > 
AVho never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not act beneath the grand assembly! 
The slighted altars tremble, and these tombs 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, surround my fether*s monument. 
And call his shade to witness to your vows. 

RAMESES. 

Nor his alone. O all ye mighty dead ! 
Illustrious shades ! who nightly stalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and shake his guilty soul ; 
Whether already you converse with gods. 
Or stray below in melancholy glooms. 
From earth, from air, from heav'n, and even hell. 
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Come, i conjure you, by the prisoner's chain. 
The widow's sighing, and the orphan's tears. 
The virgin's shrieks, the hero's spouting veins. 
By gods blasphem'd, and free-bom men enslav'd* 

MEMNON. 

Hear, Jove ! and you most injur'd heroes, hear. 
While we o'er this thrice-hallo w'd monument 
Thus join our hands, and, kneeling to the gods, 
Fast bind our souls to great revenge ! 

ALL. 

We swear 

MEMNON. 

This night the tyrant and his minions bleed. 

PHERON. [Aude.\ 

So, now my foe is taken in the toil. 

And I've a second cast for this proud maid 

It is an oath well spent, a perjury 

Of good account in vengeance, and in love. 

MEMNON. 

We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand assembly : 
A thousand unseen heroes walk among us ; 
My father rises from his tomb ; his wounds 
Bleed all afresh, and consecrate the day : 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance i 
More than this world shall thank us. O my friends 
Such our condition, we have nought to lose ; 

VOL. I. T 
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And great may be our gain, if this be greats 
To crush a tyrant, and preserve a State; 
To still the clamours of our fathers blood. 
To fix the basis of the Public good. 
To leave a fame eternal ; then to soar. 
Mix with the gods, and bid the worid adore. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I.— The Palace. 



A magnificent throne discovei^ed^ and several courtiers walk^ 
ing to and fro. 

Enter Syphoces and Rameses. Shouts ata distance. 

RAMESES. 

W HAT means this dust and tumult in the courts 
These streamers fooling in the wind, these shouts^ 
The tyrant blazing in full insolence. 
And all his gaudy courtiers basking round him. 
Like pois'nous vermin in a dog-day sun ? 

SYPHOCES. 

Your father and prince Myron are arriv'd. 
And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 

RAMESES. 

Long has my father serv'd this tyrant king. 
With zeal well worthy of a better cause. 
Though with his helm he hides a hoary brow. 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field. 
At the shrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourscore years, and springs upon the foe. 
The transport danger gives him, conquers nature. 
And a short youth boils up within his veins. 

SYPHOCES. 

Behold this way they pass to meet the king. 

T 2 
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Myron and Nicanor pass the stage with attendants. 
Rames£s. [Looking on Myron.] 
What pity 'tis that one so lost in guilt. 
Should thus engage the sight with manly charms. 
And make vice lovely ! 

SYPHOCES. 

Pardon me, Rameses : 
Though to my foe, I must be ever just. 
He's gen'rous, grateful, affable, and brave: 
But then he knows no limit to his passion ; 
The tempest beaten bark is not so toss'd 
As is his reason, when those winds arise : 
And though he draws a fatal sword in battle. 
And kindles in the warm pursuit of fame, 
Pleasure subdues him quite; the sparkling eye. 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind. 
While fiery spirits dance along his veins. 
And keep a constant revel in his heart. 

RAMESES. 

But here the tyrant comes ! — With what excess 
Of idle pride will he receive his son ! 
How with big words will he swell out this conquest, 
And into grandeur puff his little tales ! 

Enter King, a7id ascends the throne; on the other side^ 
Enter Myron and Nicanor. 

KING. 

Welcome, my son ; great partner of my fame ; 
I thank thee for th' encrease of my dominions. 
That now more mountains rise, more rivers flow. 
And more stars shine in my still-growing empire. 



The sun himself surveys it not at once. 
But travels for the view, whilst far disjoined 
My subjects live unheard-of by each other ; 
These wrapt in shades, while those enjoy the light 
Their day is various, but their king the same. 

MYRON. 

Here, Sir, your thanks are due ; to this old arm. 
Whose nerve not threescore winter camps xmbend. 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 
When my fierce courser, with a jav'lin stung. 
First rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidst the foe s 
And now a thousand deaths from ev'ry side. 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 
Through the throng'd legions, like a tempest, rush'd 
This friend, o'er gasping heroes, rolling steeds. 
And snatch'd me from my fate. 

BUSIRIS. 

I thank thee, general ; 
Thou hast a heart that swells with loyalty. 
And throws off the infection of these times j 
But thy degenerate boy 

NICANOR. 

No more my son ; 
I cut him off; my guilt, my punishment. 
Look not, dread Sir, on me, through his offence ; 
O let not that discolour all my service. 
And ruin those who blame him for his crimes. 

BUSIRIS. 

Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain ; 
Subjects shall work my will, or feel my powVi 
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Their disobedience shall not be my guilt. 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence ? 
The land that yields them food j and evVy stream » 
ITiat slakes their thirst, the air they breathe, is mine 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment 
By due submission, a too great return ? 
Death and destruction are within my call- 
But thou shalt flourish in thy master's smile. 
A faithful minister adorns my crown. 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 

NICANOR. 

Take but one more, one small one, to your favour. 

And then my soul's at peace — I have a daughter^ . , 

An only daughter, now an only child. 

Since her lost brother's folly ^ she deserves 

The most a father can for so much goodness: . 

Her mother's dead, and we are left alone; 

We two are the whole house; nor are we two; 

In her I live, the comfort of my age ; 

And if the king extend his grace so far. 

And take that tender blossom into shelter. 

Then I have all my monarch can bestow. 

Or heav'n itself; but this, that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command; 

Stretch forth my being to the last in duty. 

And, when the fates shall summon, die for you. 

BUSIRIS. 

Nicanor, know, thy daughter is our care. 

MYRON. 

O, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your powV, 

And with the monarch furnish out the friend I— — • 
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Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chief, [ To Nic. 
Who would not stoop to give me less than life ? 
And shall I prove ungrateful? Shocking thought 1 
He that's ungrateful, has no guilt but one ; 
All other crimes may pass for virtues in him. 

KICANOR. 

What joy my daughter's promised welfare gives me. 

My lips I need not open to-discover 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 

BUSIRIS. 

Dry thy tears. 
And follow us j thy daughter's near our queen. 
And longs, no doubt, to see thee : Bless the mmd. 

And then attend us on affairs of state. 

I hear, there's treason near us : Though the slaves 
Fall off* from their obedience, and deny 
That I'm their monarch, I'm Busiris still : 
Collected in myself, I'll stand alone. 
And hurl my thunder, though I shake my throne : 
Like death, a solitary king I'll reign 
O'er silent subjects, and a desart plain ; 
Ere brook their pride, I'll spread a general doom. 
And ev'ry step shall be from tomb to tomb. [Exit* 
[Myr. and Aul. who talk'd aside, advance* 

MYRON. 

Her absent beauties glow'd upon my mind. 
And sparkled in each thought. She never left me— 
Would'st thou believe it ? In the field of battle. 
In the mid terror, and the flame of fight. 
Mandane, thou hast stol'n away my soul. 
And left my feme in danger. — My rais'd arm 

T 4 
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Has hung in air, forgetful to descend, 
Andy for a moment, spar'd the prostrate foe-^ 
O that her birth rose equal to my own! 
Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 

A lawful bliss And why not no^? Methinkv 

Absence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and heighten'd ev'ry charm, 

AULETES. 

She comes! 

MYRON. 

That modest grace subdu'd my soul; 
That chastity of look, which seem to hang 
A veil of purest light o'er all her beauties. 
And by forbidding, most inflames, desire. 

[Enter Mandan9« 
What tender force ! what dignity divine ! 
What virtue consecrating ev'ry feature ! 
Around that neck, what dross are gold and pearl } 
Mandane ! powerful being, whose first sight 
Gives me a transport not to be expressed j 
And with one moment over-pays a year 
Of danger, toil, and death, and absence firom thee. 

MANDANE. 

My lord, I sought my father. 

MYRON. 

Leave me not; 
I Ve much to say ! much more than you conceive ; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter; 
My breath is snatch'di I tremble j I expire. [Ande. 
Nay, here I'll offer tender violence — [Takes her hand. 
May I not breathe my soul upon this hand? 
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MANDANE. 

My lord, I am not conscious of my fault. 

MYRON. 

Tis false — I know the language of those eyes ; 

They use me ill — ^See my heart beat, Mandane; 

Believe not me, but tell yourself my passion — 

Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 

To drive the spirits, and inflame the blood ? 

Each nerve is pierc'd with light'ning from your eye. 

And every pulse is in the throbs of love. 

MANDANE. 

My lord my duty calls; I must not stay. 

MYRON. 

Give me a moment: I have that to speak 
Will burst me, if supprest — O heavenly maid ! 
Thy charms are doubled, — so is thy disdain — 
\VTio is it; tell me, who enjoys thy smile? 
There is a happy man, I swear there is; 

I know it by your coldness to your friend 

That thought has fix'd a scorpion on my heart. 

That stings to death And is it possible 

You ever spoke of Myron in his absence. 
Or cast at leisure a light thought that way ? 

MANDANE. 

I thought of you, my lord, and of my father. 
And pray'd for your success; nor must I now 
Neglect to give him joy. 

MYRON. 

Yet stay; you shall not go Ungrateful woman! 
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His love is hatred, if compar'd with mine. 

I understand whence this unkindness flows; . 

Your heart resents some licence of my youth. 

When love had touched my brain. You may forgive me 

Because I never shall forgive myself; 

But that you live, I'd rush upon my $word. 

If you forgive me, I shall now approach. 

Not as a lover only, but a wretch 

Redeemed from baseness to the ways of honour^ 

And to my passion join my gratitude : 

Each time I kneel before you, I shall rise. 

As well a better, as a happier, man. 

Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 

MAKDANE. 

I must not hear you. 

MYROy. 

O torinent me not I 
Hear me you must, and more. — ^Your fether*s valour. 
In the late battle, rescu'd me from death: 
And how shall I be grateful ! TliouVt a princess ;-~ 
Think not, Mandane, this a sudden start ; 
A flash of love, that kindles and expires : 
Long have I weigh 'd it; since I parted hence. 
No night has pass'd but this has broke my rest. 
And mix'd with evVy dream. My fair, I wed thee 
In the maturest counsel of my soul, 

MANDAME. [Aside.'] 

O gods! I tremble at the rising storm; 
Where can this end ? 
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MYRON. 

And do you then despise me ? 

MANDANE. 

My lord^ I want tjbe courage to accept 
What far transcends my merit, and for ever 
Must silently upbraid my little worth. 

MYRON. 

Have I forsook myself, forgone my temper 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth. 
And fidl'n in love with virtue most severe; 
Tum'd superstitious, to make thee my friend? 
Gods ! have I struggled through the powerful reasons 
That strongly combated my fond resolves? 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight; 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conquests; 
And all to be refus'd to sooth your pride. 
And make my rival sport ? 

MANDANE. [Kueels.] 

With patience hear me — 
Nor let my trust in Myron prove my ruin. 

MYRON. 

IMstraction ! Art thou marry 'd? 

MANDANE. 

Oh! 

MYRON. 

My heart foretold it. — ^Ah my soul! AuUtes. [Sivoom^ 

AULETES. 

Madam, 'tis prudent in you to withdraw — [Exit Mand. 

MYRON. 

I do not live — I cannot bear the light ! 
Where is Mandane ? But I would not know. 
She is not mine. — ^Yet, though not mine in love. 
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Revenge, my just revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her! Let me know her faults: 
Did the proud maid insult me in distress. 
And smile to see me gasping? Speak, Atdetes. 
Did she not sigh? Sure she might pity me. 
Though all her love is now another's right 

AULETES. 

She sigh'd, and wept; but I remov'd her from you. 

MTROK. 

It was well done — ^Yet I could gaze for ever. 
And did she sigh? And did she drop a tear? 
The tears she shed for me are surely mine ; 
And shall another dry them on those cheeks. 
And make them an excuse for greater fondness? 
Shall I assist the villain in his joys ? 

No ; I will tear her from him 

I'd grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them. 

AULETES. 

My lord, have temper. 

MYRON. 

And another's passion 
Warm on that lip ! another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waist for which I die. 
And she consenting, wooing, growing to him I 
What golden scenes, when absent, did I feign ! 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air ! 
What luxury of thought ! And see my fate ! 
Shall then my slave enjoy her ; and I languish 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple. 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold. 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs m my train ! 
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What if I stab him ? No — She will not wed 
His murderer — I never form'd a wish. 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I lessened by my late success ? 
And have I lost my conquest ? Fly, Auletes, 
And tell her — — 

AULETES. 

What, my lord ? 

MYRON. 

No bid her — — 

AULETES. 

Speak! 

MYRON. 

I know not what — ^My heart is torn asunder. 
Retire, my lord, and re-compose yourself: 
The queen approaches — Ha ! her bosom swells; 

[Exit Myron. 

AULETES. 

Her pale lip trembles : a disordered haste 

Is in^her steps ; her eyes shoot gloomy fires 

When Myris is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. 

Enter Queen. 

QUEEN. 

Auletes, whereas the king? 

AULETES. 

At council, madam. 

QUEEN. 

Let him know I want him. 

lExit Auletes. 
Base ! to forget to whom he owes a crown ! 
Fool ! to provoke her rage, whose hand is red 
In her own brother's blood ! 
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Enter King and Pheron. 

KING* 

Horrid conspiracy ! 

PHERON. 

This night was destinM for the bloody deed. 

KING. 

Mistaken villains ! if they wish my deaths 

They should in prudence lay their weapons by : 

So jealous are the gods of Egypt*s glory, 

I cannot die whilst slaves are arm'd against me. 

Haste. P/ieron, to the dungeon ; plunge them down 

Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 

Banish'd this world while yet alive, and gr6an 

In darkness, and in horror — Let double chains 

Consume the flesh of Memnon's loaded limbs. 

Till death shall knock them off— A king's thy friend j 

N^y, more ; Busiris. Go ; let that suffice — 

[Exit Pher. 

QUEEN. 

My lord, your thought's engag'd. 

KING. 

Affkirs of state 
Detained me from my queen. 

QUEEN. 

The world may wait: 
IVe a request, my lord. 

KCNG. 

Oblige me with it. 

QUEEN. 

Will you comply ? 

KING. 

My queen, my powV is yours. 

QUEEN. 

Your queen ? 



My queen. 

QUEEN. 

Indeed, it should be so- 
Then sign these orders for Amelia's death. — 
He starts, turns pale, he's sinking into earth- 
Enough ; be gone, and fling thee at her feet; 
Doat on my slave, and sue to her for mercy. 
Go ? pour forth all the folly of thy soul ; 
But bear in mind, thou giv'st not of thy own : 
Thou giv'st that kindness, which I bought with blood. 
Nor shall I lose unmov'd. 

KING. 

I wish, my queen 
This still had slept a secret for thy sake ; 
But since thy restless jealousy of soul 
Has been so studious of its own disquiet. 
Support it as you may — I own Tve felt 
Amelia's charms, and think them worth my love. 

QUEEN. 

And dar'st thou bravely own it too ? O insult ! 
Forgetful man ! 'tis I then owe a crown ! 
Thou hadst still grovell'd in the lower world. 
And view'd a throne at distance, had not I 
Told thee, thou wast a man, and (dreadful thought !) 
Through my own brother cut thy way to empire ; 
But ihou might'st well forget a crown bestow'd ; 
That gift was small; I li tm'd to thy sighs, 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 

KING. 

I thank you for it : 
The gifts you made me were not cast away : 
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I understand their worth: Husband and King 
Are names of no mean import; they rise high 

Into dominion, and are big with powV. 

Whatever I was, I now am king of Egypt, 
And Myrts' lord. 

QUEEN. 

I dream : Art thou Busirisf 
BtisiriSy that has trembled at my feet ? 
And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow 
Dispensing fate, and looking down on Myris f 
Dost thou derive thy spirit from thy crimes ? 
'Cause thou hast wrong'd me, therefore dost thou 

threaten. 
And roll thine eye in anger ? Rather bend, 
And sue for pardon I — O detestable ! 
Burn for a stranger's bed ! 

KING. 

And what was mine. 
When Myris first vouchsaPd to smile on me ? 

QUEEN. 

Distraction ! death ! upbraided for my love !— 

Thou art not only criminal, but base : 

Mine was a godlike guilt: Ambition in it ; 

Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; 

For know, I hated when I most caressed : 

Twas not Buszris, but the crown, that charm'd me. 

And sent its sparkling glories to my heart : 

But thou canst soil thy diadem with slaves. 

KING. 

Syphoces is a king, then. 
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QUEEN. 

Ha! 

KING. 

Let fair Amelia know the king attends her. 

QUEEN. 

Go, t)rrant, go, and wisely, by thy shame^ 
Prepare thy way to ruin : I'll overtake thee. 
Living or dead ; if dead, my ghost shall rise. 
Shriek in thy ears, and stalk before thine eyes : 
In death I'll triumph o'er my rival's charms. 
And chill thy blood, when clasp'd within her arms^ 
Alone to suffer is beneath the Great; 
Tyrant, thy torment shall support my State. [Exit. 



vot. 1. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I.— The General*! HouiE. 
£nter the King. 

KING. 

JriERE dweJIs my stubborn fair : I'll sooth her pride^ 

And lay an humbled monarch at her feet : 

But let her well consider ; if she's slow 

To welcome bliss, and dead to glory's charms. 

Then my resentment rises in proportion 

To this high grace extended to my slave. 

And turns the force of her own charms against her : 

Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny'd. 

[Enter the Queen, veiled. 
Amelia^ dry thy tears, and lay aside 
That melancholy veil. Ha ! Myris ! 

QUEEN. 

Myris ! 
A name that should like thunder strike thine ear. 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place : 
But wherefore dost thou think I meet thee here ? 
Not with mean sighs, and deprecating tears,^ 
To humble me before thee, and increase 
The number of thy slaves, in hope to break 
Thy resolution, and avert thy crime ; 
But to denounce, if thou shalt dare persist. 
The vengeance due to injur'd heav n and m^ ; 
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And by this warning double thy offence : 
Think, think of vengeance ; 'tis the only joy 
Which thou hast left me ; I'm no more thy wife. 
Nor queens but know I am a woman still. 
Enter A vLETZs. 

AULETES. 

May all the gods watch o'er your life and empire. 
And render omens vain ! So fierce the storm. 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations shakes. 
And such unheard of prodigies hang o'er us. 
As make the boldest tremble : See the moon 
Robb'd of hsr light, discolour'd without form. 
Appears a bloody sign, hung out by Jove^ 
To speak peace broken with the sons of men ; 
The Nile, as frighted, shrinks within its banksj 
And as this hour I pass'd great IsiY temple, 
A sudden flood of lightening rush'd upon it. 
And laid the shrine in ashes. 

KING. 

O mighty Isis ! 
Why all these signs in nature r Why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty? If my crown 
The fates demand, why, let them take it back: 
My crown, indeed, I may resign ; but 1 

Who can awake the dead? 

Tis hence these spectres shock my midnight thoughts. 
And nature's laws are broke to discompose me j 
Tis I that whirl these hurricanes in air. 
And shake the earth's foundations with my guilt. 
O Myris I give me back my innocence. 

u 2 
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QUEEN 

I bought it with an empire. 

XING. 

Cheaply sold ! 
Why didst thou urge my lifted arm to strike 
The pious king, when my own heart recoil'd ? 

QUEEN. 

Why did you yield when urg'd, and by a woman ; 

You that are vain of your superior reason^ 

And swell with the prerogative of man ? 

If you succeed, our counsel is of nought; 

You own it, not accepted, though enjoy 'd ; 

But steal the glory, and deny the favour : 

Yet if a fatal consequence attend. 

Then we're the authors -, then your treachVous praise 

Allows us sense enough to be condemned. 

KING. 

*Tis prudent to dissemble with her fury. 

And wait a softer season for my love. [Aside. 

Bid Isis' priests attend their king's devotions; 

I'll sooth with sacrifice the angry pow'rs ; 

Swift to my dungeons, bid their darksome wombs 

Give up the numerous captives of my wars ; 

Ten thousand lives to heaven devoutly pour ; 

Nor let the sacred knife grow cold from blood. 
Till sevenfold Nile, infected with the stain. 
In all his streams flows purple to the main. [Exit. 

QUEEN. 

Thin artifice ! I know the sacrifice 

You most indeed — But I will dash your joys ; 

Thou, victim, and thy goddess, both shall feel me. 

AULETES. 

Madam, the prince 
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OyEEN. 

And is he still afflicted ? 

AULETES. 

It grieves your faithful servant to relate it : 
He struggles manfully ; but all in vain : 
Sometimes he calls in music to his aid : 
He strives with martial strains to fire his bloody 

And rouse his soul to battle 

Then he relapses into love again^ 

Feeds the disease, and doats upon his ruin. 

QUEEN. 

Why seeks he here the cause of all his sorrow ? 

AULETES. 

He seeks not here Mandane, but her father; 
For friendship is the balm of all our cares^ 
Melts in the wound, and softens every fate. 

[Martial Music. 

Enter Myron, at a distance. 

QUEEN. 

Heav*ns ! what a glory blazes from his eye ! 
What force, what majesty, in ev'ry motion. 
As at each step he trod upon a foe 1 

MYRON. 

O that this ardour would for ever last ! 
It shall; nor will I curse my being more; 
Chained kings, and conquer'd kingdoms, are before me j 
I'll bend the bow, and launch the whistling spear. 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the stream. 
Where thickest faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze. 
1*11 number my own heart among my foes. 
And conquer it, or die. [Exit 

V S 
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QUEEN. 

The thoughts of war 
Will soon dislodge the fair one from his breast — 

But this has broken in on my intent 

I would remind thee of my late commands. 

AULETES. 

Madam, 'tis needless to remind your slave — 
At dead of night I set the prisoners free. 

QUEEN. 

Yet, set the prisoners free, — 'tis great revenge; 

Such as my soul pants after — It becomes me, 

O it will gall the tyrant! stab him home; 

And if one spark of gratitude survives. 

Soften Syphoces to my soft desire : 
The tyrant's torment is my only joy; 
Ye gods! or let me perish, or destroy; 
Or rather both ; for what has life to boast 
When vice is tastless grown, and virtue lost? 
Glory and wealth I call upon in vain. 
Nor wealth, nor glory, can appease my pain ; 
My every joy upbraids me with my guilt. 
And triumphs tell me sacred blood is spilt. 

[Ezit Qu. 
Enter Myron. 

MYRON. 

The shining images of war are fled. 
The fainting trumpets languish in mine ear. 
The banners furFd, and all the sprightly blaze 
Of burnish'd armour, like the setting sun. 
Insensibly is vanish'd from my thought: 
No battle, siege, or storm, sustain my soul 
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In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breast: 
Bpt softness steals upon me, melting down 
My rugged heart in languishments and sighs. 

And pours it out at my Mandane's feet 

I see her e'en this moment stand before me. 
Too fair for sight, and fatal to behold : 
I have her here; I clasp her in my arms; 
And in the madness of excessive love. 
Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderness. 

AULETES. 

My lord, too much you cherish this delusion: 
She is anpther's. 

MYRON. 

Do not tell me so : 
Say rather she is dead : each heav'nly charm 
Tum'd into horror ! O the pain of pains 
Is when the fair one, whom our soul is fond of. 
Gives transport, and receives it from another ! 
How does my soul bum up with strong desire ; 
Now shrink into itself! Now blaze again! 
I'll tear and rend the strings that tie me to her: 
If I stay longer here, I am undone. 

As he is going. Enter Nicanor. 

NICANOR. 

My prince, and, since such honours you vouchsafe. 
My friend/ I have presumed upon your favour; 
This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 
I dedicate to joys, which ever languish. 
If you refuse to crown them with your presence, 

MYRON. 

Nicanor, I was warm on other thoughts 

u 4 



I am still near you in the day of danger^ 
In toilsome marches, and the bloody field. 
When nations against nations clash in arms. 
And half a people in one groan expire ; 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aside. 
Cast off, and useless, in the hour of peace ? 

MYRON. 

Since then you press it, I must be your guest , ■ > 
Methinks I labour, as I onward move, [Asidet 

As under check of some controuling pow'n 
What can this mean ? Wine may relieve my thoughts. 
And mirth and converse lift my soul again. [^Exeunt. 

The back scene draws, and shews a banquet^. 
Enter Man dan e, richfy dressed. 

MANDAKE. 

It was this day that gave me life; this day 

Should give much more, should give me Memnon top: 

But I am rivaled by his chains ; they clasp 

The hero round (a cold, unkind, embrace !) ; 

And but an earnest of far worse to come : 

While he, my soul, in dungeon darkness clos'd. 

Breathes damp unwholesome steams, and lives on 

poison, 
I am compeird to suffer ornaments, 
To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems; 
To put on all the shining guilt of dress. 
When 'tis almost a crime that I still live : 
These eyes, which can't dissemble, pouring forth 
The dreadful truth, are honest to my heart ; 
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These robes, O Memnon! are Mandane*$ chains. 
And load, and gall, and wring, her bleeding heart. 

[Exit Mandane. 

Enter Myron, Nicanor, Auletes, Xc. They take 
their places. 

KICAKOR. 

Sound louder, sound, and waft my wish to heav'n. 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r; 
For ever shine propitious on my daughter: 
Protect her, prosper her; and when I'm dead. 
Still bless me in Mandane's happiness ! 

[The bowl goes round Music. 
Haste, call my daughter; none can taste of joy 
Till she, the mistress of the feast, is with us, 

J servant brings Nicanor a letter: He reads it. 
The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 

MYRON. 

Not leave us, general ? 

NICANOR. 

Ha ! the king here writes me. 
The discontented populace, that held. 
O'er midnight bowls, their desperate cabals. 
Are now in bold defiance to his power: 
Amid the terrors of this stormy night, 
Ev'n now they deluge all yon western vale. 
And form a war, impatient for the day : 
The spreading poison too has caught his troops. 
And the revolting soldiers stand in arms 
Mix'd with seditious citizens. 
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MYRON. 

Your call is great 

Enter Mandane. Myron starts from his seat in disorder. 

Mandane. [Aside.] 

Memnon I how shall I become a banquet. 
Suppress my sorrows, and comply with joy? 
Severest fate ! Am I deny*d to grieve ? 

NICANOR. 

Be comforted, my child : I'll sopn return. 
Why dost thou make me blush ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 

Myron. [Aside to Auletes.] 
I must away : 
Her smiles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 

1 can no more : I sink beneath her charms. 
And feel a deadly sickness at my heart. 

NICANOR. 

Your cheek is pale : I dare not let you part : 
You are not well — - 

MYRON. 

A small indisposition : 
I soon shall throw it from me — ^Farewell, general $ 
Conquest attend your arms. 

NICANOR. 

You shall not leave 
Your servant's roof j 'tis an unwholesome air. 
And my apartment wants a guest. 

MYRON. 

Nicanory 
If health returns, I shall not press my couch. 
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And hear of distant conquests ; but o'ertake thee. 
And add new terror to the front of war. 

NICANOR. 

Mean time, you are a guardian to my child : 
Let her not miss a father in my absence : 
She's all my soul holds dear. 

Both. [Embracing.'] 
Farewell, Farewell. 

[NiCANOR waits an Myron of the stage^ and returns. 

KICANOR. 

My child, I feel a tenderness at heart 
I never felt before : Come near Mandane ; 
Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father — 
Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 
Press'd mine; then, turning on thee her faint eye. 

Let fall a tear of fondness, and expir'd 

I cannot love thee well enough ; her grace 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace you both — My heart overflows — 
If I should fall — ^Thy mother's monument — 
But 1 shall kill thy tenderness — No more : 
Nay, do not weep ; I shall return again. 
And with my dearest child sit down in peace. 
And long enjoy her goodness. 

MANDANE. 

If the gods 
Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 

NICANOR. 

Farewell my only care ; my soul is with thee } 
Regard yourself^ and you remember me. [Exit. 
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Enter Myron and Auletes. 

MYRON. 

No place can give me ease; my restless though^ 
Like working billows in a troubled sea^ 
Tosses me to and fro; nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or where? — Ha ! where indeed ! 
But let me pause, and ask myself again. 
If I am well awake — ^Impetuous bliss! 
My heart leaps up ; my mounting spirits blaze ! 
My soul is in a tempest of delight! 

AULETES. 

My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breast. 

MYRON. 

"What hour of nights 

AULETES. 

My lord, the night^s far spent. 

MYRON. 

The gates are barr'd;^ 
And all the houshold is composed to rest. 

AULETES. 

All : And the great Nicanor^s own apartment. 
Proud to receive a royal guest, expects you. 

MYRON. 

Perdition on thy soul for naming him ! 
Nicanor! O I never shall sleep more \ 
Defend me I Whither wander'd my bold thoughts! 
Broke loose from reason, how did they run mad I 
And now they are come home all arm'd with stingi^ 

And pierce my bleeding heart 

I beg the gods to disappoint my crime j 
Yet almost wish them deaf to my desire: 
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I long, repent ; repent, and long again ; 
And ev*ry moment differs from the last. 
I must no longer parley with destruction : 
Juletes, seize me; force me to my chamber; 
There chain me down, and guard me from myself: 
Hell rises in each thought ; 'tis time to fly. [Exeunt. 

Enter Mandane and Rameses. 

RAMESES. 

I hope your fears have giv'n a false alarm. 

mandane. 
YouVe heard my frequent visions of the night ; 
You know my father's absence, MyrtnCs passion : 
Just now I met him ; at my sight he started ; 
Then with such ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me. 
And gaz'd with such malignity of love. 
Sending his soul out to me, in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir'd. 

RAMESES. 

No more ; my friends (which, as I have informed you. 
The queen to gall the tyrant has set free) 
Are lodg'd within your call : th' appointed signal. 
If danger threatens, brings them to your rescue. 

MANDANE. 

Where are they ? 

RAMESES. 

In the hall beneath your chamber : 
Memnon alone is wanting; he's providing 
For your escape before the morning dawn: 
The rest in visors, fearing to be known. 
Have ventured thro* the streets for your protection. 
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MANDAKE* 

Auspicious turn ! then I again am happy. 

RAMESES, 

Auspicious turn indeed! and what complcats 
The happiness, the base man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low : I watch 'd him from the king j 
I took him warm, while he, with lifted brow» 
Confess'd high thought, and triumphed in his mien 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
»Tis late ; refresh yourself with sleeps Mandane, 

[Exit Mandanc* 
So, 'tis resolved, \i Myron dares attempt 
So black a crime, it justifies the blow ; 
He dies ; and my poor brother's ghost shall smile, 
This way he bend& his steps : I hate his sight s 
And shall till death has made it lovely to me. [£-ri( 

Enter MvRON an^ Auletes. 

MtRDN. 

how this passion, like a whirlpool, drives me. 
With giddy, rapid, motion, ronnd and round* 

1 know not where, and draws in all my soul ! 
I reason much ; but reason about her ; 
And where she is, all reason dies before her ; 

And arguments but tell me I am conquer'd. 

So black the night, as if no star e'er shone 
In all the wide expanse ; the light'ning's flash 
But shews the darkness ; and the bursting clouds 
With peals of thunder seem to rock the land : 
Not beasts of prey dare now from shelter roam^ 
But howl in dens, and make the forest groan. 
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What then am I ? A monster, yet more feU, 
Than haunts the wilds ? — ^I am, and threaten more : 
My breast is darker than this dreadful night. 

And feels a fiercer tempest rage within. 

I roust — I will — ^I'his leads me to her chamber — 
Did not the raven croak ? [Starting. 

AULETES. 

I. hear her not. 

MYRON. 

By heav'ii, methinks earth trembles under me. — 

Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me ; 

O finish me in ill j O take me whole ; 

Or gods confirm me good, without allay. 

Nor leave me thus at variance with myself; 

Let me not thus Ije dash'd from side to side — 

The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me. 

Confided in me, gave her to my care. 

Nor long since sav'd my life— And doubt I still ? 

I'm guilty of the fact; here let me lie. 

And rather groan for ever in the dust. 

And float the marble pavement with my tears. 

Than rise into a monster. [Flings himself down- 

MAiiDAiit^ passing at a distance^ speaks to a servant. 

MANDANE. 

Well, observe me. 
Before the rising sun my lord arrives. 
To seal our vows ; the holy priest is with him : 
Watch to receive them at the western gate. 
And privately conduct them to my chamber. [Exit. 
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Myron, [Starting Mp.] 

torment ! racks ! and flames ! then she estpecti him 
With open arms ! Am I cast out for ever ; 

For ever must despair, unless I snatch 

The present moment ? She is all prepar'd 

Her wishes waking, and her heart on fire ! 

That powerful thought sweeps heav'n and hell before it. 

And lays all open to the prince of Egypt s 

Bom to enjoy whatever he desires. 

And fling fear^^ anguish, and remorse, behind hhn. 

1 see her midnight dress, her flowing hair. 
Her slackened bosom, her relenting mien. 
All the forbidding forms of day flung off 
For yielding softness — O I*m all confusion! 
I shiver in each joint I Ah I she was made 
To justify the blackest crimes, and gild 
Ruin and death with her destructive charms. 

AULETES. 

You'll force her then ? 

MYRON. 

Thou villain but to think it 

No ; I'll solicit her with all my powV; 
Conquest and crowns shall sparkle in her sight: 
If she consent, thy prince is bless'd indeed. 
Takes wings, and tow'rs above mortality ; 
If she resist, I put an end to pain. 
And lay my breathless body at her feet. 
Mandane, passing at a distance to her chamber ^ Myron 
971^^/^ her. 

MANDANE. 

Is this well done my lord i 
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MYRON. 

Condemn me not 
Before you hear me : Let this posture tcU you, 
I'm not so guilty as perhaps your fears. 
Your commendable, modest fears, suspect : 
Nay, do not go ; you know npt what you do j 
I wou'd receive a favour^ not constrain it ; 
Return, or good NicanoTj best of fathers. 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 

MANDAKE. 

And dare you then pronounce that sacred name. 
And yet persist ! Were you his mortal foe. 
What could your malice more ? 

MYRON. 

OffsjiMandane/ 
I know my fault ; I know your virtue too j 
But such the violence of my disorder. 
That I dare tempt e'en you ; Methinks that guilt 
Has something lovely which proclaims your pow'r — 
But touch me with your hand, I die with bliss. 
Why swells your eye ? By heav*n, I'd rather see 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
I own I'm mad ; but I am mad of love : 
You can't condemn me more, than I myself; 
In that we are agreed ; Agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me ; resent, but yield j 
For, O, I burn, I rave, I die, with love 1 

MANDANE. 

OSir! 

VOL. I. . . X 
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MYRON. 

Nay, do not weep so; it will kill me : 
This moment, while I speak, my eyes are darken'd ; 
I cannot see thee; and my trembling limbs 
Refuse to bear their weight ; all left of life 
Is that I love : If love was- in our powV, 
The fault were mine ; since not, you must comply. 
How godlike to bestow more heavenly joys 
Than you can think, and I support, and live ! 

MANDANE. 

O, how can you abuse your sacred reason. 
That particle of heav'n, that soul ofJove, 
To varnish o'er, and paint, so black a crime ! 
O prince ! 

MYRON. 

What says Mandane ? 

MANDANE. 

Sir, observe me : 
My bursting sighs, and ever-streaming tears. 
Your noble nature has with pity seen; 
But would they not work deeper in your soul. 
Were yeu convinc'd my sonows flow for you ? 
For you, my lord, they flow ; for I am safe 
(I know you are surpriz'd) : They flow for you ; 
Myron^ my father* sfriendj my prince^ my guest — 
Myron^ my guardian god, attempts my peace. 
And need I further reason for these tears ? 
Nature affords no object of concern 
So great, as to behold a generous mind 
Driv'n by a sudden gust, and dash'd on guilt — 
Tis base ; you ought not : 'Tis impracticable 5 
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You cannot — Make necessity your choice j 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt. 
Of fruitless baseness, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illustrious life has dearly bought. 
In toilsome marches, and in fields of blood. 

Enter Auletes, and servants* 

AULETES. 

My lord, your life's beset ; the room beneath 

Is throng'd with ruffians, which but wait the signal. 

To rush and sheath their daggers in your heart. 

MYRON. 

Betray'd ! Curst sorceress ^ it was a plot. 
Concerted by them all, to take my life, - 
And this the bait to tempt me to the toil. 
She dies ' 

AULETES. 

No ; first enjoy, then murder her — 
Trust to my conduct, and you still are safe. 
They all are masked : I have my vizor too ; 
But time is short : for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for safety, fly to your apartment ; 

\To the prince. 

You bear Mandane to her closet — ^You^ [To servants. 
Speed to the southern gate, and burst it open. 

[As the servants seize Mandane, she gives the signal* 
She is borne off. 

X 2 
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Enier Ramesxs and conspirators^ masked* 

RAMESES. 

The villain fled ? Perdition intercept him I 
Disperse ; fly several ways ; let each man bear 
A steady point, well levell'd at his heart : 
If he escapes us now, success attend himj 
May he for ever triumph ! 

[As they pass the stage in confusion^ Auletes enters 
mask' d among them. 

AULETES. 

Ha! Why halt you! 

Pursue, pursue ; e'en now I saw the monster. 

The villain Myron^ with these eyes I saw him. 

Bearing his prize swift to the western gate : 

There, there, it burst. \A noise without. 

ALL. 

Away ; pursue ! 
AuLETEs. iWithoui.] 

'Tis done : 
Advance the massy bar, and all is safe : 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the pass. 

Enter Myron. 

MYRON. 

I shall at least have time for vengeance on her. 
And then I care not if I die. Barbarians ! 
Their swords are pointed at my life I Tis well ! 
But I will give them an excuse for murder ; 
Such, such a cause — Off" love, and soft compassion : 
Harden each sinew of my heart to steel : 
I'll do, what done will shock myself, and those 
Whom time sets ferthest from this dreadful hour. 
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Enter MAHDAHEy/orc'd in by Auletes. 

MANDANE. 

By all the pow'rs that can revenge a falshood, 
I'm innocent from any thoughts of blood. 

MYRON. 

Why then your champions here in arms ? TTis false. 

MANDANE. 

Ah ! let my life suffice you for the wrong 
You charge upon me ! O my royal master ! 
My safety from all ill I my great defender ! 
Or did my father but insult my tears. 
And give me to your care to suffer wrong ; 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father; 
He loves us both, and my severe distress 
Will scarce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 
[Myron walks passionately at a distance. 

MYRON. 

Slaves are you sworn against me ? Stop her voice. 
And bear her to my chamber. 

MANDANE. 

0^\x\0 Myron! 
Behold my tears — Here will I fix for ever — 
I'll clasp your feet, and grow into the earth — 
O cut me, hew me — give to ev'ry limb 
A separate death — but spare my spotless virtue ^ — 
But spare my fame — ^You wound to distant ages — 
And thro* all time my memory will bleed. 

Myron. [As servants force in Mandane.] 
Distraction ! All the pains of hell are on me ! 

X 3 
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Mandane. [She is borne off*.] 

Memnon ! my lord ! — my life ! where art thou ? 
[Myron expresses sudden passion and surprize: Sta 

awhile fix d in astonishment s then speaks. 

MYRON. 

As many accidents concur to work 

My passions up to this unheard-of crime. 

As if the gods designed it — be it then 

Their fault, not mine — Memnon ! Said she not Memm 

My heart began to stagger ; but 'tis over — 

Heav'n blast me, if I thought it possible 

1 could be still more curst — That hated dog. 
Her lord, her life I-r— I thank her for my cure 
Of ^11 remorse and pity ; this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the loosened rein$ 
On my wild passion, to run headlong on. 
And in her ruin quench a double fire i 

The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 
Destruction full of transport ! Lo, I come. 
Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom : 
I know the danger, and I know the shame; 
But, like our Phoenix, in so rich a flame 
I plunge triumphant my devoted head. 
And doat on death in that luxurious bed* 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I. 

Enter Myron in the utmost disorder j bare-headed^ without 
light, &c. Walks disturbedly before he speaks. 

MYRON. 

Henceforth Ict no man trust the first fisJse step 
Of guilt ; it hangs upon a precipice. 
Whose steep descent in last perdition ends. 
How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 

Which I this evening fram'd ! But be it so : 

Consummate horror ! guilt beyond a name ! 
Dare not, my soul, repent s in thee repentance 
Were second guilt, and thou blasphem'st just heav'n^ 
By hoping mercy. Ah ! my pain will cease 
When gods want powV to punish — Ha ! the dawn- 
Rise never more, O sun ! let night prevail ; 
Eternal darkness close the world's wide scene. 
And hide me from Nicanor and myself! 
Who's there ? [Enter Auletes« 

AULETES. 

My lord? 

MYRON. 

Auletesf 

AULETES. 

Guard your Kfe. 
The house is rouz'd ; the servants all alarm'd > 

X4 
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The gilded tapers dart from room to room ^ 
Solemn confusion^ and a trembling haste, 
Mixt with pale horror, glares on cv'ry face ; 
The strengtifien*d foe has rush'd upon your guard. 
And cut their passage thro' them to the gate; 
Implacable Barneses leads them on. 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your bloods 

MYRON. 

Why, let them come ; let in the raging torrent : 
I wish the world would rise in arms against me ; 
For I must die ; and I would die in state. 

The doors are burst open. Servants pass the stage in tumult : 
Rameses, Xc. pursue Myron *5 guards over the stagey 
then Rameses and Syphoces enter^ meeting. 

RAMESES. 

Where is the prince ? 

SYPHOCES. 

The monster stands at bay : 
We can no more than shut him from escape. 
Till further force arrive. 

RAMESES. 

O my Syphoces ! 

SYPHOCES, 

This IS a grief; but not for words. 
Does she still live ? 

RAMESES. 

She lives!— but O how bless'd 
Are they which are no more ! By stealth I saw her ; 
Cast on the ground in mourning weeds she lies ; 
Her torn and loosen'd tresses shade her round ; 
Thro* which her face, all pale, as she were dead. 
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Gleams like a sickly moon ; too great her grief 
For words or tears ! but ever and anon, 
After a dreadful^ still, insidious calm. 
Collecting all her breath, long, long suppress'd. 
She sobs her soul out in a lengthen'd groan. 
So sad, it breaks the heart of all that hear. 
And sends her maids in agonies away. 

SYPHOCES. 

O tale, too mournful to be thought on ! 

RAM£SES. 

Hold 

No, let her virgins weep ; forbear, Syphoces s 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge ; 
Dispatch your letters ; I'll go comfort her. 

[A servant speaks aside to Rameses, Exit Syphoces. 
And has she then commanded none approach her ? 
I'm sorry for it ; but I cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 
All ofFer'd cure into a new disease : 
It shuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 

Re-enter Syphoces. 

SYPHOCES. 

Your father is return'd ; redundant Nile^ 
Broke from its channel, overswells the pass. 
And sends him back to wait the waters fall. 

RAMESES. 

And is he then return'd? — I tremble for him. 

I see his white head rolling in the dud : 

But haftes it is our duty to receive him. [Exit* 
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Enter Myron. 

MYRON. 

I feel a pain of which I am not worthy; 
A pain^ an anguish, which the honest man 
Alone deserves. — Is it not wondrous strange. 
That I, who stabb'd the very heart of nature. 
Should have surviving aught of man about me? 
And yet I know not how, of gratitude 
And friendship still the stubborn sparks survive; 
And poor Nicanor*s torments pierce my soul. 
Confusion ! he's returned [.Starting. 

Enter Nicanor. 

NicANOR. [Advancing to embrace Myron.] 

My prince — 

Myron. [Turning aside, and hiding hisface.'] 

My friend — 
nicanor. 

I interrupt you. Sir 

Myron. [Smiting his breast.^ 

I had thee there : 

Before thou earnest, my thoughts were bent upon thee. 

NICANOR. 

O Sir, you are too kind ! 

Myron. [Aside.'] 

Death! tortures ! hell ! 

NICANOR. 

What says my prince ? 

MYRON. 

A sudden pain. 
To which I'm subject, struck across my heart: 
Tis past: I'm well again. 
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KICANOR. 

Heav'n guard your health! 

MYRON. 

Dost thou then wish it ? 

NICANOR. 

Am I then distrusted? 
Then, when I sav'd your life, I did the least 
I e'er wouM do to serve ydti. 

MYRON. 

Barbarous man! 

KICANOR. 

What have I done, my prince? which way offended? 
Has not my lite, my soul, been yours? 

MYRON. 

Oh!-^h!— 
NicANOR. [Takes him by the hand.'] 
By heav'n, I'm wrong'd ! speak, and I'll clear myself. 

MYRON. 

I'm poison and destruction; curse thy gods; 

I'll kill thee in compassion. O my brain ! 

Away, away, away! \Shoves him from him, going. 

KICANOR. 

Do, kill me, pnnce-^ 

You shall not go ; I do demand the cause. 
Which has put forth thy hand against thy fether! 
For, thus provok'd, I'll do myself the justice. 
To tell thee, youth, that I deserve that name ; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. 

MYRON. 

I hear them ; they are on me — Loose thy hold. 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breast. 

NICANOR. 

Your dagger's needless! O ungrateful boy! 
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Myron. [Embrace.'] 

Forgive me, father! O my soul bleeds for thee! 

lAs he is going out, Auletes meets him, and speaks 
to him aside. 

What, no escape ? on ev'ry side inclos'd ? 

Then I resolve to perish by his hand j 

Tis just I shou'd j and meaner death I scorn : 

But how to work him to my fate, to sting 

His passion up so high, will be a task 

To me severe ; as difficult as strange. 

Support me, cruel heart; it must be done. lAside. 

NICANOR. 

Now, from my very soul, I cannot tell — 
But 'tis enchantment all ; for things so strange 
Have happen'd, I might well distrust my sense; 
But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguish ; and, I must confess. 
Your grief is just — It was inhuman in you — 
But tell the cause ; unravel, from the bottom. 
The mystery that has embroil'd our loves 
(For still, my prince, I love, since you repent); 
What accident deprived me of my friend. 
And lost you to yourself? 

MYRON. 

A traitor's sight ! 

NICANOR. 

Beneath my roof? 

MYRON. 

Beneath thy very helmet : 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyself. [Draxos. 
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NICANOR. 

Distraction ! 

Traitor ! ^For standing by your father's throne ; 

And stemming the wild stream, that roars against i^ 

Of rebel subjects, and of foreign foes ? 

For training thee to glory and to war ? 

For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 

A mortal child, and kindling in thy soul 

The noble ardors of a future god ? 

Farewell ; I dare not trust my temper more. 

MYRON. 

Grey-headed, venerable, traitor f 

Enter Ramxsis. 

RAMESES. 

Ha! 

Turn, turn, blasphemer, and repress thy taunts ; 
All provocation's needless, but thy sight. 

[He assaults the prince : Nicanor hinders him. 

NICANOR. 

Forbear, my son. 

RAMBSES. 

Forbear ? 

NICANOR. 

If I am calm. 
Your rage should cease. 

RAMESES. 

No; 'tis my own itvenges 
Unless, Sir, you disown me for your son. 

NICANOR. 

Thy sword against thy prince ? 

RAMESES. 

A villain! 
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The worst of vill^ns ! 



Hold! 

RAMESES. 
NICANOR. 

Tis too itauch. 

RAMESES. 

O^EUfaer!- 

NICANOR. 



What would^st thou? 



RAMESES. 

Sir, your daughter—— 

NICANOR. 

Rightly thought; 
She best can comfort me in all my sorrow : 
Call, call Mandane : To behold my child 
Wou'd cheer me in the agonies of death : 
Call her, Barneses. Am I disobeyed ? 

RAMESES. 

OSir! 

NICANOR. 

What mean those transports of concern ? 

RAMESES. 

Though I'm an outcast from your love, I weep 
To open your black scene of misery. 

NICANOR. 

AVhere will this end ? — O my foreboding heart ! 

RAMESES. 

Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting. 
You gave, with streaming eyes, your soul's delight^ 
While yet your last embrace was warm about him. 
Gloomy and dreadful as this stormy night. 
Rush on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
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All sweet and lovely as the blushing morn. 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathless, pale. 
Prostrate in anguish, tearing up the e&rth. 
Imploring, shrieking, to the gods and you 

hold my brain I — Look there, and think the rest. 

The back scene opens. A darkened chamber j a bed^ and the 
curtains drawn. Women pass out^ weepings &c. Nicanor 
falls back on Rameses. 

NICANOR. 

Is*t possible — ^my child ! my only daughter ! 
The growth of my own life ! that sweeten'd age 
And pain ! — O nature bleeds within me. 

MANDANE. 

Weep not, my virgins ; cease your useless tears; 
Kindness is thrown away upon despair^ 
And but provokes the sorrow it would ease. 

NICANOR. 

Assist me forwards. 

MANDANE. 

Most unwelcome news ! 
Is he returned ? The gods support my father. 

1 now begin to wish he lov'd me less. 

NICANOR. 

There, there, she pierc*d the very tendVest nerve : 

She pities me, dear babe ; she pities me : 

Through all the raging tortures of her soul. 

She feels my pain ! But hold, my heart, to thank her; 

Then burst at once, and let the pangs of death 

Put Myron from my thought. [Goes to her. 

MANDANE. 

Severest fate 
Has done its worst— I've drawn my father's tears*— r 
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KICANOR. 

Forbear to call me by that tender name ; 
Since I can*t help thee, I would fain forget 
Thou art a part of me — It only sharpens 
Those pangs, which, if a stranger, 1 should fied.— 
O spare me, my Mundane ! To behold thee 
In such excess of sorrow, quite destroys me. 
And I shall die, and leave thee, unreveng'd. 

MANDANE. 

O Sir ! there are misfortunes most severe. 

Which yet can bear the light, and, well sustained. 

Adorn the sufferer. — But this affliction 

Has made despair a virtue, and demands 

Utter extinction, and eternal night. 

As height of happiness, [Scene shuts an tkenu 

Enter Syphoces. 

RAMESES. 

O my Syphoces ! 

SYPHOCES. 

And does this move you ? does this melt you down. 

And pour you out in sorrow ? Then fly far. 

Ere Memnon comes ; he comes with flushing cheek. 

And beating heart, to bear a bride away. 

And bless his fate : How dreadfully deceived I 

RAMESES. 

The melancholy scene at length begins. 
Enter Mei^ngn. 

MEMNON. 

O give me leave to yield to nature. 

And indulge my joy 

My friend! my brother ! O the ecstasy 
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That fires my veins, and dances at my heart I 
You love me not, if you refuse to join 
In all the just extravagance and flight 
Of boundless transport on this happy hour. 
Where is my soul, my bliss, my lovely bride ? 
Call, call her forth : O haste ; the priest expects us. 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. ^ 
Rameses. [To Syphoces.] 
Speak to him : — Pr^ythee speak. 

SYPHOCES. 

By heav'n I cannot. 

MEMNON. 

What can this mean ? 

RAMESES. 

Syphoces. 

SYPHOCES. 

Nay ; Rameses, 

MEMNON. 

By all the gods, they struggle with their sorrows. 
And swallow down their tears to hide them from me ; 
By friendship's sacred name, I charge you, speak. 
[TTiey look on him with the utmost concern^ and go out 
on different sides of the stage. 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought. 
And all the horrors of a black surmise ! 
What woe is this, too big to be expressed ? 
O my sad heart ! Why bod'st thou so severely? 
Mandane\ life's in danger! There indeed; 
Fortune, I fear thee still ; her beauties arm thee; 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought; 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate I 
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Enter a servant, gives him a paper. He reads. 
Enter Rameses, Memnon swoons and fills on RamesEi. 

RAMESES. 

Twere happy if his soul wou'd ne'er return: 

The gods may still be merciful in this, 

His lips begin to rise. — How fares my friend? 

MEMNON. 

Did Myron feel my pangs^ you'd pity him. 
Enter Syphoces. 

SYPHOCES. 

Fainting beneath th' oppression of her grief. 
This way Mandane seeks the fresher air : 
Let us withdraw ; 'twill pain her to be seen. 
And most of all by you, 

MEMNON. 

By my own heart 
I judge, and am convinced. — I dare not see her: 
The sight would strike me dead. — ^ — 
[As Memnon is going, Mandane meets him : Both start 
back : She shrieks. Memnon recovers himself, and 
falls at her knees, embracing them : She tries to dis- 
engage: He not permitting y she raises him : He takes 
her passionately in his arms : They continue speech- 
less and motionless for some time. 

RAMESES. 

Was ever mournful interview like this ? 

See how they writhe with anguish ! hear them groan ! 

See the large silent dew run trickling down. 
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'c weeping marble ; passion choaks 
tords, and they're the statues of despair 1 

RAMESES. 

my Mandane! 

[^At this she violently breaks from hiniy andexil* 

But one moment more. 
[As Memnon is following, Rameses holds him. 

RAMESES. 

Brother— 

MEMNON. 

Forgive me. — 

RAMESES. 

You're to blame 

Memnon. [Pointing after her!\ 

Look there^ 
My heart is bursting. 

RAMESES. 

With revenge ? 

MEMKON. 

And Love. 

RAMESES. 

Revenge ! 

MEMNON. 

One dear embrace ; 'twill edge my swords 

SYPHOCES. 

No, Memnon; if our swords now want an edge. 
They'll want for ever ; to this spot I charm thee. 
By the dread words. Revenge and Liberty ' 
This is the crisis of our fates ; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us i 
They watch to see us act like prudent men. 
And out of ills extract our happiness. 
My friends, these dire calamities, like poison^ 

Y 2 
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May have' their wholesome use : This sad occasion^ 
If manag'd artfully revives our hopes; 
It gives Nicanor to our sinking faction. 
And still the tyrant shakes. 

RAMESES. 

My father comes i 
Or snatch this moment, or despair for ever: 
While passions glow, the heart, like heated steel. 
Takes each impression, and is work'd at pleasure. 

Enter Nicanor. 

NICANOR. 

Why have the gods chose out my weakest hours 
To set their terrors in array against me ? 
This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth. 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down so low. 
Vain man I to be so fond of breathing long. 
And spinning out a thread of misery : 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil ; 
The happiest man is but a wretched thing. 
That steals poor comfort from comparisons ; 
What then am I ? Here will I sit me down. 
Brood o*er my cares, and think myself to death. 
Draw near, Barneses ; I was rash erewhile. 
And chid thee without cause — How many years 
Have I been cas*d in steel ? 

RAMESES. 

Full threescore years 
Have changed the seasons o'er your crested brow. 
And seen your faulchion dy'd in hostile blood. 
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NICANOR. 

How many triumphs since the king has reign'd? 

RAMESES. 

They number just your battles, one for one. 

NICANOR. 

True; I have follow'd the rough trade of war 
With some success, and can without a blush 
Review the shaken fort, and sanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleasure, thirst and toil 
Blest objects of ambition. I remember 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 
When the barbed arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I disdain'd the groan. 
Because I suffered for Bus iris' sake. 

RAMESES. 

The king is not to blame. 

NICANOR. 

Is not the prince his son? 

RAMESES. 

But in himself 

NiCANOR. [.Rising in passion.'] 

And has he lost his guilt, 
'Cause he has injur'd me ? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name. — Didst thou not tell me 
A shameful black design on poor Amelia f 
O Memnon ' what a glorious race is this. 
To make the gods a party in our cause. 
And draw down blessings on us ! 

MEMNON. 

He that supports them 
In such black crimes, is sharer of their guilt. 
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NICANOR. 

Point out the man^ and, with these withered hands^ 
I'd fly upon his throat, though he were lodg'd 
Within the circle of Busiris' arms. 

RAMESES. 

He that prevents it not when in his power. 
Supports them in their course of flaming guilt ; 
And you are he. 

NICANOR. 

Thou rav'st. 

SYPHOCES. 

The army's yours: 
I've sounded every chief; but wave your finger^ 
Thousands fall off" the tyrant's side, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to destruction : 
But sweep his minions, cut a pander's throat. 
Or lop a sycophant, the work is done. 

NicANOR. [Starting.] 
What would you have me do ? 

MEMNON. 

Let not your heart 
Fly off" from your own thought; be truly great ; 
Resent your country's sufferings as your own : 
A generous soul is not confin'd at honle. 
But spreads itself abroad o'er all the public. 
And feels for every member of the land. 
What have we seen for twenty rolling years. 
But one long tract of blood ! or, what is worse, 
Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans ; 
And free-born men oppress'd ! Shall half mankind 
Be doom'd to curse the moment of their birth ? 



Shall all the mother's fondness be employed 
To rear tliem up to bondage, give them strength 
To bear afflictions, and support their chains ? 
Syphoces. [Kneeling.'] 

To you the valiant youth most humbly bend. 
And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve> 
And graceful port, designed to bless the world. 
And take your great example in the field. 
May not be forc'd by lewdness in high place. 
To other toils, to labour for disease. 
To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 
At an inglorious distance from the foe. 

Rameses. [Kneeling.'] 

To you Amelia lifts her hands for safety. 

Memnon. [Bursting into tears.] 
To you — To you — 

NICANOR. 

By heav'n he cannot speak.— I understand thee : 
Rise — Rise — my son: Rise all; your work is done; 
They perish all; these creatures of my sword. 
Have I not seen whole armies vaulted o'er 
With flying jav'lins, which shut out the day. 
And fell in rattling storms at my command. 
To slay, and bury, proud Busiris* foe ? 
He lives and reigns; for I have been his ftiend: 
But I'll unmake him, and plough up the ground 
Where his proud palace stands. [Exit. 

Y 4 
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MEMNON. 

O my Mandane! 
The gods by dreadful means bestow success. 
And in their vengeanpe most severely bless : 
From thy bright streaming eyes our triumphs flow. 
The tyrant falls, Mandane strikes the blow : 
So the i^r moon, when seas swell high, and pour 
A wasteful deluge on the trembling shore. 
Inspires the tumult from her clouded throne. 
Where silent, pensive, pale, she sits alone, ^ 
And all the distant ruin is her own. 



} 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Thb Field. 
Enter Busiris and Auletes. jin alarum at a distance. « 

BUSIRIS. 

Welcome the voice of war ! Tho' loud the sound. 
It famtly speaks the language of my heart ; 
It whispers what I mean. But say, Auletes, 
What urge these forlorn rebels in excuse 
For choosing ruin ? 

AULETES. 

Various their complaints : 
But some are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Presses whole millions with incessant toil 
(Toils fitter far for beasts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at. 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 

BUSIRIS. 

Do they not build for me? Let that reward them. 
Yes, 1 will build more wonders to be gaz'd at. 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whose pains and art reform'd the puzzled year. 
Thus drawing down the sun to human use. 
And making him their servant? Who push'd off 
With njountain dams the broad redundant Nile, 
Descended firom the moon, and bid it wander 
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A stranger stream in unaccustomed shores ? 

Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 

But virtues are forgot. — Away — ^To arms ! 

I call to mind my glorious ancestry. 

Which, for ten thousand rolling years renown'd. 

Shines up into eternity itself. 

And ends among the gods. . [if jt alarum. 

Enter Memkon. 

AULETES. 

The rebel braves us. 
Busmis. 

Hold! let our weapons thirst one moment longer; 

And death stand still 'till he receives my nod. 

Whom meet I in the midst of my own realm. 

With bold defiance on his brow ? 

MEMNON. 

The slave. 
Whom dread Busiris lately laid in chains; 
An emblem of his country. 

fiUSlRlS. 

Is it thus 
You thank my royal bounty ? 

MEMNON. 

Thus you thank'd 
The good Artaxes ; thus you thank'd my father. 

BUSIRIS. 

What I have done, conclude most eight and just; 

For I have done it; and the gods alone 

Shall ask me Why: Thou liv'st, altho' they fell; 

And, if they fell unjustly, greater thanks 

Are due from Thee, whom e'en injustice spar*d. 
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MEBflNON. 

Thy kindnesses are wrongs ; thfey mean to sooth 
My injur'd soul, and steal it from revenge. 

BUSIRIS. 

Turn back thine eye; behold thy troops are thin. 
Thy men are rarely sprinkled o'er the field. 
And yet thou carriest millions on thy tongue. 

MEMNON. 

All thy blood-thirsty sword has laid in dust 
Are on my side ; they come in bloody swarms. 
And throng my banners : Thy unequall'd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory — 

BUSIRIS. 

Hal 

MEMNON. 

Nay, stamp not, tyrant; I can stamp as loud. 
And raise as many daemons at the sound. 

BUSIRIS. 

I wear a diadem. 

MEMNON. 

And I a sword. 

BUSIRIS. 

Yet, yet submit, I give thee life. 

MEMNON. 

Secure your own : 
No more, Busiris; bid the sun farewell. 

BUSIRIS. 

Busiris and the sun should set together: 
If this day's iangry gods ordain my fate. 
Know thou, I fall like some vast pyramid ; 
I bury thousands in my great destruction. 

And thou the first. Slave ! in the front of battle v 

There thou shalt find me. 
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>l£MNON, 

Thou, shalt find me there. 
And have well paid that gratitude I owe. [Exeunt. 

A continued alarum. 
Enter Myron and Nicanor, meeting. 

NICANOR. 

Does not mine eye strike terror through thy soul. 
And shake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 
Base boy ! the foulness of thy guilt secures thee 
From my reproach ; I dare not name thy crime. 

MYRON. 

Old man, didst thou stand up in thy own cause, 
I then should be afraid of fourscore years. 
And tremble at grey hairs ^ but since thy frenzy 
Has lent those venerable locks to cast 
A gloss of virtue on the blackest crime, 
Accurst rebellion ! this gives back my heart. 
With all its rage, and I'm a man again. 

* NICANOR. 

Come on, and use that force of arms I taught thee ; 
I'll now resume the life I gave so late. 

MYRON. 

I grieve thou hast but half a life to lose. 

And dost defraud my vengeance — ^At my touch. 

Thou moulder'st into dust, and art forgotten : 

{Preparing tojight, Myron stops short. 
Ah, no, I cannot fight with thee; begone. 
And shake elsewhere ; thou canst not want a death 
In such a field, though I refuse it to thee : 
Ramesesy Memnon, give them to my sword. 
Sustained by thousands; but to fly firom thee. 
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From thee, most injured man, shall be my praise. 
And rise above the conquest of my foes. 

NICANOR. 

Tls not old age, th' avenging gods pursue thee ! 

[He retires be/ore Nicanor oj^ the stage* 
A loud alarum. 

Enter Busutis and Auletes, in pursuit. 
Busnus. 
Tis well; I like this madness of the field : 
Let heightened horrors, and a waste of death. 
Inform the world, Busiris is in arms: 
But then I grudge the glory of my sword 
To slaves and rebels ; while they die by me, ' 

They cheat my vengeance, and survive in hmt. 

AULETES. 

I panted after in the paths of death. 
And could not but from far behold your plume 
Overshadow slaughter'd heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a distinguish 'd terror through the field. 
The distant legions trembling as it blaz'd. 

BUSIRIS. 

Think not a crown alone lights up my name ; 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Isis ' 
That whilst jBw^/m treads the sanguine field, 
.The foremost spirit of his host should conquer 
But by example, and beneath the shade. 
Of this high-brandish'd arm. Did'st thou e'er fear? 
Sure 'tis an art 5 I know not how to fear; 
Tis one of the few things beyond my power j 
And if death must be fear'd before 'tis felt. 
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Thy master is immortal, O Auktes. 

But while I speak, they live ! 
Where fall the sounding cataracts of Nilcj 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil ; 
Like them, I'll rush; like them my fury pour. 
And give the future world one wonder more. 

[Exeunt 

Enter Myron, engaged with a party : His plume is smitten 
off I He drives thefoe^ and returns. 

MYRON. 

*When death's so near, but dares not venture on us, 

nris heaven's regard, a kind of salutation. 

Which to ourselves our own importance shews :-— 

Faint as I am, and almost sick of blood. 

There is one cordial would revive me still ; 

The sight of Memnon-, place that fiend before me« — 

[Exit. 
Enter Memnon. 

MEMNON. 

Where, where's the prince ? O give him to my sword ! 

His tall white plume, which, like a high-wrought foam. 

Floated on the tempestuous stream of fight, 

Shew'd where he swept the field; I follow'd swift. 

But my approach has turn'd him into air. 

[Enter Mtron. 
The fight but now begins ! 

MYRON. 

Why, who art thou ? 

MEMNON. 

Prince, I am — 

My RON. [Disdaififulb/Ji 
Memnont 



A TRAGEDY. SS5- 

MEMNON. 

No — I'm Mandane. 

MYRON. 

Ha! 

Memnon. [Striking his own head and breast.] 
She's here, she's here, she's all : Her wrongs and virtues I 
Virtues and wrongs ! Thou worse than murderer I 

MYRON. 

I charge thee name her not ; forbear the croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. 

MEMNON. 

Mandane f 

MYRON. 

Be it so. 
When I reflect on her mean love for thee. 
And plot against my life, my pain is less. 

MEMNON. 

Tis false ; she meant, she knew it not ; Ratneses, 
He, only he, was conscious of the thought. 

MYRON. 

Then I'm a wretch indeed ! 

MEMNON. 

As such I'll use thee : 
I'll crush thee like some poison on the earth ; 
Then haste and cleanse me in the blood of men. 

MYRON. 

I thank thee, for this spirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe I need not blush to meet : 
Now, from my soul, it joys me thou art found ; 
And found alive : By heav'n, so much I hate thee, 
I fear'd that thou wast dead, and hadst escaped me,: 
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I'll drench my sword in thy detested blood. 
Or soon make thee immortal by my own. 
Villain! 

MEMNON. 

Myron! 

MYRON. 

Rebel! 

MEMNON. 

Myron ! [Theyjight. 

MYRON. 

Hell ! 

MEMNON. 

Mandane I 

Myron. . [Falls!\ 
Just the blow, and juster still. 
Because imbitter'd to me by that hand 
I most detest ; which gives my soul an earnest 
Of vast unfathomable woes to come j 
That dreadful dow'ry for my dreadful love. 
I leave the world my misery's example ; 
If us'd aright, no trivial legacy. [Dies. 

Enter Syphoces. 

SYPHOCES. 

My lord, I bring you most imwelcome news : 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field. 
In hope to see her injuries reveng'd. 
Thoughtless of any sufferings but the past, 
A party of the foe saw, seiz'd, and bore her off 

MEMNON. 

Vengeance and conquest now are trivial things ; 
Love made their prize. Tis impious in my soul 
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fo entert^ « thotig^t but of her rescue : 

Now, now, I plunge into the thipke^t wv^ 

As some bold diver fix>m a precipice 

Into mid ocean, to regam a gem 

Whose loss impoverished kings j to bring it back. 

Or see the day no more. [Exeunt. 

Enter Mandane, prisoner. 

MANDANE. 

A gen'rous foe will hear his captive speak; 

A benefit thus, kneeling, I implore : 

Let one of all those swords that glitter round me. 

Vouchsafe to hide its point within my bre^t 

inter MBMNpN. 

MEMNON. 

Ah villains! cursed Atheists! Can you bear 

That posture from that form? What, what are numbers^ 

When 1 behold those eyes ! Not mine the gloiy. 

That singly thus I quell a host of foes. 

Inhuman robbers! O bring back my soul ! 

[TTiey force her qffl He rushes in upon them, and 

is taken. 

Poor comfort to mankind, that they can lose 

Their lives but once — But, oh ! a thousand times 

Be torn from what they love. 
> 

Enter Rameses*. 

RABfESES. 

Far have I waded in the bloody field. 
Laborious through die stubborn ranks of war. 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of deadi; ' 

VOL. I. z 
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But thus to find thee ! — Better find thee dead! 
These slaves will use thee ill. 

MEMNON. 

Of that no more: 
Myron is dead^ and by; this arm. 

RAMESES. 

I thank thee : 
All my few spirits left exult with joy ; 
I'll chase and scourge him through the lower world. 

MEMNON. 

Alas, thou bleed'st ! 

RAMESES. 

Curse on the tyrant's sword ; 
I bleed to death : But could not leave the world 
Without a last embrace. Just now I met 
The poor Mandane. 

MEMNON. 

Quickly speak. AVhat said she ? 

RAMESES. 

Nothing of comfort s cease to ask me farther: 
If you meet more, your meeting will be sad. — 
Your arm! I f^ipt. — Ah! what is human lite? 
How, like the dial's tardy-moving shade^ 
Day after day slides from us unperceiv'd 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth; 
Too subtle is the movement to be seen j 
Yet soon the hour is up — and we are gone. 
Farewell; I pity thee. [P^^^. 

MEMNON. 

Farewell, brave firi^nd ! 
Would I CQuldbeat' thee company to rest; 
But life in all its tbrrors stands before .me» > 
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And shuts the gates of peace against my wishes. — 

Do I not hear a peal of distant thunder? 

And see, a sudden darkness shuts the day. 

And quite blots out the sun ! — But what to mc 

The colour of the sky ? A death-cold dew 

Hangs on my brow, and all my slacken'd joints 

Are shook without a cause. — A groan ! From whenc^ 

Again ! And no one near me ? Vain delusion ! — 

I fear not vain ! 1 fear some ill is towVds me. 

More dreadful sure than all that's past. — Mandanef 

I hop*d she was at peace, and past the reach 

Of this ill news; but such my wayward fate, 

I cannot ask a curse, but 'tis deny'd me : 

And could I wish I ne'er could see her more ? 

Enter Mandane, guarded. 

MAKDANE. 

This is my brother: A short privacy 

Is a small favour you may grant a foe. t, , - ^ 

GUARD. 

Let it be short; we may not wait your lei«ure;<^' ^ 

MEMNON. " ^ ' 

'Tis wpnd'rous strange; there's something holds ibe 

from her. 
And keeps.this foot fast rooted to the ground;; / .. 
This is the last time I shall ever pray. [Kneeling. 

To me, ye gods, confme your threatened veifgean6e9 ' 
And I will bless your mercies while i suffer I 

[Mempon ai^ M^nda;pe adoan^e ^flowfy^ 
to tkefyo7^» ofthestqge. ^^ ; r 
z2 
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MAKDAKE. 

What didst thou pray for ? 

MEMNON. 

For thy peace. 

MANDANE. 

Twaildiid. 

But oh ! those hands in bonds deny the blessings 
For which they earnestly were rab'd to heav'nh— 

MEMKON. 

I fear so too : What we have yet to do 
Must be soon done : This meeting is our last 
How shall we use it? 

MANDAKE. 

Howl Consult thy chdm^ 
And my calamities. 

MEMNON.* 

Sad coimsellors^ 
And cruel their advice — ^Are there no other? 

MANDANE. 

I look around — and find no glimpse of hope; 
A perfect night of horror and despair, 

MBBCNON. 

Of horror and despair indeedyAfan^bfit^: ^ i 

Canst thou believe me ? Nay can I believe 

Myself? The last thing that I wished for was — ^TTs 

false! 
The weight of my misfortunes hurts my mind. 

MANDANE* ,.i 

Was what? 

. MEMNON. 

I dare not think ; to think is to look down 
A precipice ten thousand filthonl^deep. 
That turns my brain !— Oh ! Oh t 
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MANDANE. 

Memnon, no more: 
That silence^ and those tears^ need no explaining; 
And it is kind, vnth such severe reluctance. 
To think upon my death — though necessary. 

MEMNON. 

Ah hold ! You plant a thousand daggers here: 
Talk not of dying — ^I disown the thought: 
Right is not right, and reason is not reason; 
All is distraction, when I look on thee. 

all ye pitying gods ! dash out from nature 
Your stars, your sun, but let Mandane live. 

MANDANE. 

No; death long since was my confirmed resolve. 

MEMNON. 

Myron is dead. 

MANDANE. 

What joy a heart like mine 
Can feel, k feels Had he been never born, 

1 might have liv'd — 'tis now impossible. 

MEMNON. 

This even to my miseries I owe. 
That it discovers greater virtues still. 

In her my soul adores. O my Mandane ! 

O glorious maid ! then thou wili be at peace — 

[Memnon walks thoughtfully y then returns. 
Must I survive, and change thy tenderness 
For a stern master, and perpetual chains ? 
Long may I groan on earth to sate their malice. 
Then through slow torments linger into death. 
No steel to stab, no wall to dash my brain ! 

2 S 
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IIANDANE. 

Ha! 

MEMNON. 

Why thus fix'd in thought? What mighty birA 
Is lab'ring in your soul? Your eyes speak wonders — 

MANDANE. 

Will not the blood-hounds be content with life ? 

MEMNON. 

Alas, Mundane! No; they study nature. 
To find out all her secret seats of pain. 
And carry killing to a dreadful art : 
A simple death in Egypt is for friends. 

MANDANE. 

then it must be so! — ^and yet it cannot ! — 

MEMNON. 

What means this sudden paleness? 

Mandan E. [Feeling in her bosom, she swoons.] 

Heav'n assist me ! 

MEMNON. 

My love! Mundane! hear me, my espous'd! 
My dearest heart I the infant of my bosom ! 
Whom I would foster with my vital blood. 
Mandans. [S/iews a dagger.] 
Tis well; and in return, 1 give thee — ^This. 

MEMNON. 

Millions of thanks, thou refuge in despair. 

MANDANE. 

Terrible kindness! Horrid mercy! Oh! 

1 cannot give it thee. 

MEMNON. 

Full well I know 
Thy tender soul, and I must force it from thee, 
[As he is struggling with her for the dagger, she speaks.] 
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MANDANE. 

My lord! my soul! myself! you tear my heart: 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? 
Dost thou not circulate through all my veins ; 
Mingle with life, and form my very soul? 

MEMNON. 

Now, monsters, I defy you : Fate forbids 

A long farewell: My guard may interpose. 

And make your fevour vain — ^Thus, only thus. 

Embrace. 
And now — [Going to stab himself!] 

Man DANE. [Holds his arm.] 

Ah no \ Since last I saw thee, thrice I rais'd 

My trembling arm and thrice I let it fall. — 

If you refuse compassion to my sex, 

Memnon betrays me, and is MyrorC^ fHend. 

As I a poniard, you supply an arm. 

And I shall still be happy in your love. 

[4fter a pause of astonishment^ he sinks gently on 

the earth. 

MEMNON. 

From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung*d> 
And find in deepest anguish deeper still : 
I can't complain in common with mankind 
But am a wretched species all alone : 
Must 1 not only lose thee, but be curs'd 
To sprinkle my own hands with thy life blood? 

MANDANE. 

It cannot be avoided. 

MEMNON. 

Nor performed. 
Lift up my hand against thee as a foej^ 

z 4 
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I who should save thee from thy very ^Etther, 
And teach thy dearest friends to use thee well. 
Make kindness kind, and soften all their smiles ? 
O, my Mandane / think how I have lov'd ! 
O, my Mandane ! think upon thy pow'r I 
How often hast thou seen me pak with joy. 
And trembling at a smile? And shall I 

MAKDANE. 

Myron / 
[At that Memnok starts up suddenly, 

MEMNON . 

Ah hold ! I charge thee hold ! One glance that way 

Awakes my hell, and bk)ws up all its flames: 

The world turns round s my heart is sick to death! 
O my distraction ! perfect loss of thought! 

MANDANE. 

Why ftand you like a statue? Are you dead? 
What do you fold so fast within your arms? 
Why, with fix'd eye-balls, do you pierce the ground? 
Why shift your place, as if you trod on fire ? 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan so dreadfully ? 
My lord, if I have spent whole live-long nights 
In tears, and sigh'd away Ae day in private. 
Only oppressed with an excess of love, 
O turn, and speak to me. 

MEMNON. 

And these, no doubt. 
Are arguments that I should draw thy blood. — 
No child was ever lull'd upon the breast 
With half that tenderness has melted fromithee, . ^ . 
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And fell like balm upon my wounded soul! 

And shall I murder thee? Yes, thus — thus — thus. — 

[Embracing same time. 

MAKDANE. 

Alas ! my lord forgets we stre to die. 

{^emnon gazes ivith wonder tm the dagger^ 

ftlEMKON. 

By heav'n I had 3 my soul had took her flight 
In bliss — ^Why, is not this our bridal day? 

MANDAME. 

That way distraction lies. 

MEMNON. 

Indeed it does. 

BOTH. 

Ohi Ohi 

MANDAME. 

Thy sighs and groans are sharper than thy steel. 
The guard is on us. 

MEMNON. 

Then it must be done. 
Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. 
Though blood start out for tears, 'tis done — But one. 
One last embrace. 

[As he embraces her, she bursts into tears. 
Let me not see a tear — I could as soon 
^b at the face of heav'n, as kill thee weeping. 

MANDANB. 

Tis past; I am composed. 

MEMNON. 

And now — and now. 

MANDANE. 

Be not so fearful; 'tis the second blow 

Will pain my heart — indeed this will not hurt me. 
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MEMNON. 

thou hast stung my soul quite through and through 
With those kind words: I had just steel'd my breast. 

[Dashing dozvn the dagger. 

And thou undo*st it all 1 could not bear 

To raze thy skin to save the world firom ruin. 

Mandane. [Stabs herself."} 
If youVe a woman, Vll be something more. — 

1 shall not taste of heaven till you arrive. [Diet. 

MEMNON. 

Struck home — ^and in her heart — She's dead afready; 

And now with me all nature is expir'd. 

My lovely bride, now we again are happy^ 

[Stabs hitnseffi 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r. — 
Now every splendid object of ambition. 
Which lately, with their various glosses, play*d 
Upon my brain, and fooFd my idle heart. 
Are taken from me by a little mist. 
And all the world is vanish'd. [Dies. 

A march sounded. Enter Nicanor, and Syphoces, vie- 

tortaus. 

NlCANOR. 

The day's our own; the Persian's angry pow'rs 
Have well repaid this morning insolence. 
And tum*d the desperate fortune of the field. 
By sure, though late, relief. 

SYPHOCES. 

Nicanor, friend, 
1 from the city bring you welcome news : 
My guilty letter itom the amorous queen 
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I spread amongst the multitude; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black scroll^ 
MyriSy to view the fortune of the fight, 
Lieaving her palace for the western towVj 
Was seized, torn, scattered, on the guilty spot. 
Where her great brother fell. 

NICANOR. 

The gods are just. 

SYPHOCES. 

See where Btisiris comes; your royal captive. 
In his. misfortune great ; an awful ruin ! 
And dreadful to the conqueror! 

NicAHOR. [Advancing, sees the bodies. 
Sad sight ! 
A sight that teaches triumph how to mourn. 
And more than justifies these streaming tears. 
Even on the moment that my country*s sav'd 
From sore oppression, and inglorious chains. 

[He falls on his attendants^ 

J great shout. Enter BvsiKUf w&unded. 
Busmis. 
Conquer'd ? Tis felse ; I am your master stiU ; 
Your master, though in bonds : You stand aghast 
At your good fate, and, trembling, can't enjoy. 
Now, from my soul, I hug these welcome chains 
Which shew you all Btisiris^ and declare 

Crowns and success superfluous to my fame. 

You think this streaming blood will lower my thought; 
No, ye mistaken men, I smile at death ; 
For living here, is living all abne \ 
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To me a real solitude, amid 

A throng of little beings groveling round me ; 

Which yet usurp one common shape and name. 

I thank these wounds, these ragbg piuns, which promke 

An interview with equals soon elsewhere. 

[He sees Memnon.] 
Ha! dead? Tis well: He rose not to my sword; 
I only wished his fate, and there he. lies. 
Some, when they die, die all ; their mouldering clay 
Is but an emblem of their memories ; 
The space quite closes up thro' which they passed: 
That I have liv*d, I leave a mark behind. 
Shall pluck the shining age from vulgar time. 
And give it whole to late posterity : 
My name is writ in mighty characters. 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes. 
Whose splendor heighten our Egyptian day. 
Whose strength shall laugh at time, till their great basis. 
Old earth itself, shall fail : In after-ages, . 
Who war or build, shall build or war from me ; 
Grow great in each as my example fires : 
TTis I of art the future wonders i«use ; 
I fight the future battles of the world.—* 
Great Jove, I come ! Egypt, thou art forsaken; [Sinks. 
Asia's impoverished by my sinking glories; 
And the worid lessens, when Busiris falls. [Dies. 

SYPHOCES. 

Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid; 
And for what use soe'er it was designed 
By that high-minded, but mistaken, man. 
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There let him lie magnificent in death ; 
Great was his life^ great be his monument ; 
And on Busiris^ nephew, young Arsaccs, 
Of gentler spirit, let the crown devolve. 
From this day's vengeance, let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtiest monarchs low ; 
And they, who, kindled with ambitious fire. 
In arts and arms with most success aspire. 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom. 
Grasp at their fate, and build themselves a tomb. 



EPILOGUE, 

BY A FRIEND, 

SPOKEN BY MRS. OLDFIfiLD. 



The race of critics^ dull, Judicious rogues. 

To mournful plays deny brisk Epilogues : 

Each gentle swain, and tender nymph^ say they. 

From a sad tale should go in tears away ; 

From hence quite home should streams of sorrow shed. 

And, drowned in grief, steal supperless to bed. 

This doctrine is so grave the Sparks won't bear i^; 
They love to go in humour to their claret. 
The Cit, who owns a little fun worth buying. 
Holds half a- crown too much to pay for crying : 
Besidesy who knows, without these healing arts. 
But love might twn your heads, and break your hearts; 
And the poor author, by imagined woes^ 
Might people Beth'lem with our Belles and Beaux f 

Hence I, who lately bid adieu to pleasure. 
Robbed of my spouse, and dear virgin treasure; 
I, whom you saw, my despairing, breathe my last. 
Am free and easy, as if nought had past ; 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan. 
And fear no more that dreadful creature, Man. 
— But whence does this malicious mirth begin ? 
I know, ye beasts, you reckon it no sin. 

*Tis strange that crimes the same, in different plays. 
Should move our horror, and our laughter raise* 
Lovers Jove secure the comic Actor tries; 
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Buty ifhe^swickedf in blank verse he dies. 

The farce f where wives prwe fraily still makes the best; 

And the poor cuckold is a standing jest : 

But our brave bard^ a virtuous son of Uis, 

Counts a bold stroke in Love among the vices: 

In blood and wounds a guilty land he dipsye^ 

And wastes an empire for one ravish'd gypsy. 

What musty morals Jill an Oxford head^ 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred ! 
There each stiff Don at gallantry exclaims^ 
And calls fine men and ladies filthy names ; 
They tell you Rakes and Jilts corrupt a nation : 
— Such is the prejudice of education ! 

You, who know better things^ will sure apprtrot 
These scenes^ that shew the boundless power of Love. • 
Letj when they wilt, th^ Italian Things appear. 
This plai^y we trust, shall throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron* s passion^ up to phrenzy wrought. 
Would ill be warbled through an Eunuch* s throat: 
His part, at least , hispart requires a Man; 
Let Nicolani act it, if he can. 




END OF THB FIRST VOLUME. 



J. CUNDEB, PRINTER, 
Ivy-Lane. 



